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NOW Sulfur-8 Does Even More! Helps Both 


Condition Your Scalp and 
Bring Out New Hair Beauty 


‘Advanced formula with medicated 
action works two ways: Benefits 
the scalp as it beautifies the hair 

















Enriched Sulfur-8 Has Extra Power to 


Build Up the Glory of a 


Gorgeous Head of Hair 


With Soft Radiance and Luxuriously 
Longer, Richer, Healthier Appearance 


It’s thrilling to see what hap- 
pens when you bless your hair 
with the beautifying benefits 
of Sulfur-8! 


In a short time your poor dried 
out hair begins to look glori- 
ously fuller, smoother and 
longer, and feel so soft and rich. 
It’s wonderful to realize that at 
last your hair is being given a 
chance to reveal its true natural 
length — glowing with that 
deep, healthy-looking lustre. 


Works Like Magic 


Sulfur-8 can do so much because 
it goes right to work on certain 
conditions that may hold your 
hair back from developing its 
full beauty. Watch out for those 
conditions! For example, your 


hair may seem hopelessly dull 
and dead-looking, or feel stiff 
and ‘‘difficult’”, when it is 
parched or oil-starved. 


Hair Too Short? 


It may be so 
measly-looking 
and shorter than 
you would nor- 
mally enjoy, 
simply because 
those brittle-dry 
strands keep 
cracking off. Frizzy split ends 
also make it seem shorter. 





See what a big, wonderful dif- 
ference Sulfur-8 can make! Dis- 
cover the beauty building secret 
of that advanced formula with 
the new soft-texture feature. 


In the short time since 
Sulfur-8 was brought out, 
millions of jars have been 
sold! It became so famous 
so fast because people 
actually saw what that 
unusual sulfur-lanolin for- 
mula could do. 


Today that great formula 
is even greater! Sulfur-8 is 
now enriched to do even 
more for your hair and the 
scalp behind it. 


Strengthened Scalp Action 





Wonderful things happen 
when you use Sulfur-8 as 
directed and give that 
advanced formula a real 
chance to work on your 
scalp. Notice how that 
vitalizing stimulation 
makes your scalp feel more 
alive and healthy. 


Fights Germs. The remark- 
able new antiseptic com- 
bats the menace of surface 
scalp germs that often ag- 
gravate infections, and the 
itching distress of scalp 
troubles is quickly relieved. 


Sulfur-8 clears away dan- 
druff scales and actually 
fights off the very germs 
(p.Ovale) that many ex- 
perts say are a cause of in- 
fectious dandruff. It does 
so much to supplement 
your natural scalp oils that 
you can see the difference 
very soon. Watch your 
scalp thrive on Sulfur-8! 





The Sulfur-8 “NEWS” 


“Plus” features now en- 
hance the power of the 
famous sulfur formula: 
NEW Germ-Fighting Power 
NEW Scalp Invigoration 
NEW Pleasant Fragrance 
NEW Anti-Dandruff Action 
NEW Lighter Softness 

NEW Scalp Itch Relief 

NEW Help in Healing 








A SCIENTIFIC ACHIEVEMENT 
New Sulfur Works Wonders 


Great medical experts all 
over the world have seen 


the wonders worked by 
sulfur on 

hair and J 

scalp prob- >’ 

lems. Now ¥ ‘5 
science has 

brought out { 
the very 

strength of sulfur in a form 
that does much more than 
any ordinary sulfur ever 
could do. This remarkable 
“super-sulfur” is part of 
the great Sulfur-8 formula. 


Like a Doctor's Prescription 
for the hair and scalp, 
Sulfur-8 is a combination 
of proven active ingredi- 
ents, including a great new 
antiseptic as well as that 
rare special sulfur. 

Only Sulfur-8 gives you 
that great special formula! 





Now at the Drug Store 



















Sh ; Luxury 
Fragrance 
SULFUR-8 is y 
' New 
HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER Delicate 
Lightness 


Also { GLOSS-8 - The Pressing Oil for superior results 
Use | SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO There's just novhing better! 
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=739 TRIPLE THREAT 


; a JEALOUSY 


Copied from a glamorous movie 
star's pet sheath. Exotic lace 
over contrasting color rayon and 
acetate chromspun taffeta. 
White over Turquoise; Black 
over petal pink. White over 
Black. Sizes 10 to 18. 

JUST $17.98 


= 461 TEMPTRESS 


Lean, levely rayon acetate taf” 


feta sheath with pencil-siim- 
ming satin stripes flowing with 
every curve; intriguing shoe- 
string straps. Black Multi-Stripe. 
Sizes 10 to 18. $10.98 





dropped 






332 PARIS YOU! 


leashes into shirred double 
tiers. Buttons cut 





Darling terry cloth jump-in, per- 
fect for playing, ——— or = 
tertaining. Long zipper front, 
side pockets and breast Soohet 
with gay heraldic design. Wash- 
able. Confetti White, Lemon Yel- 
low, Copen Blue. 

Sizes 10 to 18 $7.98 
= 1809 JUNIOR JUMP IN 

Same as Mom's (=739), and 
equally as wonderful for playing 
(tag), or lounging (nap)! Wash- 
able Terry Cloth, 2 side pockets, 
breast pocket, front zipper 
White, Yellow, Blue 

Sizes 7 to 14 $6.98 





+173 TORSO TAMER 
Nylon 4-in-one Magic Figure- 
Maker. Uplift bra, waist-cincher 
garter belt. Lifts bust, smooths 
rolls of fat, trims hips and 
waist. Four detachable te 
Black, White. Sizes 32 to 38, 

4 to 40 $6. 





22244 EVE EVE SiR! 


Exotic cotton print halter! With 
beautifully boned bust section, 
you'll wear it without straps, 
too. Solid color border edges 
top of skin snug bodice and 
broad band at hem of flaring 
pleated skirt. Pacific Turquoise / 7 
or Pink Print with solid rte } 


trims. Sizes 10 to 18 


= 1808 COTTON KITTEN 

Dress that will give a little girl \ 
a big time! Like mother's 

(2244) to the last stitch. She'll 

love wearing it as mommie does 

Dad will love it too' Turquoise 


$10.98 


or Pink Print 
Sizes 7 to 14 


#144 BETTER HALF 
Only the French would think of ™ 
it—the bra that isn't a 
all! Ont 
ered, 

gleaming satin 
lightly boned. Perfection with 
Detechable Piunge necklines 


Black. Sizes 32 to 36. Will fit 
Gerters 4 and B cups $5.00 


bra at 
the under bust is cov- 
ut gives uplift with 
undercups, 


White or 


$12.99 Riot Red, Pear! White 


Sizes 10 to 18 










+1025 EYELASH JEWELS 

Bareback slipper in finest qual- 
ity kid has eyelashed cut-out 
toe, individually jeweled, and 
huge jewels encircled with me- 
tallic embroidery at vamp. Ca- 
mellia White, Shell Pink 

Sizes 5 to 842B $17.95 


creases your bosom one full c 

size, and gives you glorious hig 

section embroid- 
ered nylon lace. Interchangeable 
shoulder straps. Leno elastic be- 
tween bust and in broad back 

. band. Angel vos ad Exciting 
Black. Sizes 32 to 3 


curves. Bust 


167 A or B Cup 


=576 DANGER POINT 
Every curve is revealed in this 
So tight sheath hugs you to aringly designed rayon and ace 

; ion whee un- tate crepe sheath. Shirred col- 
lar plunges to point from halt- \ 
Captivatin ered neckline. Tight fitting Chrom 
curve from shoulder to tiers shirred trumpet skirt has rustly 
Stunning floral cotton print in taffeta underlining 
Turquoise, Lilac or Mimosa Yel- 
low. Sizes 10 to 18 


flare and oomph. Panther Black 


to give it ' / 


$16.98 











+ 

#167 HEAVEN'S HELPER | 
Newest padded push-u te l=; 
‘ 

H 


¢ 


+1310 CURVES ADRIFT 









+310 ROMANCE IN VIEW 


acetate ‘‘Poult de 
‘abric in a ig torso, 
figure-flatterer with ost-full- 
circle skirt. Black, Powder Biue, 
Navy, Holiday Green 
Sues 10 to 18 


Stunffin 































$14.98 \ 


SPECIAL at 


has flirty 
that ripples ayes 


izes 10 to 20. 





470 ANGEL STRIPES 
A Hollywood Hit! Chromspun ace- 


533 HYPNOTIZED 
maven ond acetate Ay sheath 





flounce 


—. = 
Black, Lilac, or Date R 


Fabulous copy of Maga = wo ” 
French triumph! A shi wy 0' wo . 
high-halter, 8B rick’S 
Deep V-back. Fog iss Fre tail 
cents at top and bust Tepeated Bor us new 

at tight-fit leg to credte daring tapuler o. 
high-slash thigh lipe. Floating “ we 
boned inner bra! Agetate Lastex canvent™. og: 

Black with Whité trim, White { ot Holly™ 


with Black trim, 
Sizes 32 to 36. 


1073 FANCY 
New Riviera clog has white wood 
heel and platform sole. Fiatters 
legs, adds inthes to your height! 
Pretty button trim. Draped to 
in White kid * wack Patent. 
Sizes 5 to 842B $13. 






_=—— 


| [redericks 


Of HOLLYWOOD 


| enclose payment [) 


$8.98 
21313 HOLLYWOOD CROSS UP 

A satin striped acetate taffeta 
sensation with curves adrift to 
Grive him daft! The newest look 
with built-up shoulder, plunging 
deep V-neck and back and 
stripes set in at bust. High cut 
boy leg. Torch Red or Torrid 
Black Stripes 

Sizes 32 to 38. $16.98 


~—~[our New HOME 
1430 WN. Cahwe: 


Please send the following styles: (order by numbers) 
STYLE 









Wellyweed 28, Cali vale 


send C.0.D. No C.0.D. without $1 
dep. on Each Item 


‘ 
Dept 3805 | 
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The lady isnt puzzled- 





about which sanitary protection to use 


Like so many of today’s smart moderns, 
she long ago decided on Tampax. In- 
ternal sanitary protection offers so many 
benefits that its millions of devotees can 
scarcely understand anyone tolerating 
another kind. 

Why, then, have you deferred the 
Tampax decision? Perhaps the answer is 
that you haven't tried it. You can read over 
and over again how comfortable and 
convenient it is—how it prevents odor— 
how easy it is to dispose of, applicator 
and all. But these are only words—the 
true test of Tampax is to éry #! Only by 
trying it can you share in the wonderful 
sense of freedom Tampax gives you. 
Only by trying it can you discover the 
delightful differences that have made 
Tampax so accepted. 

So please try Tampax. Find out once 
and for all what it’s like to be without 
the confining belt-pin-pad harness at 
“those times.”’ Choice of three absorb- 
ency sizes (Regular, Super, Junior) at 
drug or notion counters. Tampax Incor- 
porated, Palmer, Mass. 







Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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~ s ...80 to be satisfied most... | always gel Brands 


17 


“#| — that have made a Name for themselves” 





, | a FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 








| 
! 
ons «OG | 
= feed, clothe, shelter, transport or whatever... . 1. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
.- 1 make every dollar buy you satisfaction— quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 
es 4 ! taste best, are best 
buy brands of quality. To help you do that, | » . 
opr 35 advertisers in this magazine are good 2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 
rh 39 names to know. They’re proud of their | value. Brand Names save time ‘‘puzzling”’ 
brands—’cause they satisfy so. over labels, models, prices, etc. 
oe 3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 
y a at” « . / ! widest selections. Brand Names offer the 

41 ‘Tmade it/ Bi eold it/ IT bought it. ° most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 

2 | 4. GET THE “LATEST”! Spend smartly on up-to- 
date products. Brand Names keep improving, 
| modernizing, introducing new things. 
| 
| 
| 

New Xan > | BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 

ne, Repre, ee ! INCORPORATED 

Tee, MANUFACTURER DEALER CUSTOMER | 437 FIFTH AVENUE + NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 
cents eat 











Isn't it good to know 
you're using the very best! 











Fora yee that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 


‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
in the BLUE SEAL package. 





When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 
See how much smoother it is. That’s because 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


YWTE PET oe 





Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!" 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 


DEARLY 


BEL 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am in love with a girl who goes to 
college. Last month I was home on leave 
where I hadn’t been since 1946. While 
I was there I met this girl I used to be 


_ in love with when we were in the sixth 


grade. At least I thought it was love, but 
I left soon afterwards for California. | 
often thought about her but I was sure 
she would be married by now. She isn’t 
married and when I saw her I got that 
feeling all over again. She told me we 
were “real tight,” but since I didn’t have 
time to talk to her I promised to write as 
soon as I got back to camp. | have 
written to her three or four times but 
she hasn’t answered yet. Please tell me 
what to do. Should I forget her or keep 
waiting for her letter? Thanks a lot. 

Pvt. W. H. 


Dear Pvt. W. H.: 

The door has been closed on your 
sixth grade love affair since 1946. Why 
do you want to re-create a childhood 
crush and try to make it into anything 
else? You will wait until doomsday be- 
fore you'll ever receive a letter from this 
girl. I suggest that you forget the whole 
thing and look for a real girl friend in- 
stead of clinging to an imaginary sweet- 
heart. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17 years old and I am going with 
a young man of 21. He is very nice and 
I like him very much. There is only one 
thing wrong . . . I hardly ever see him. 
When I do he says he loves me though. 
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[ usually believe him, but the only time 
I'm able to see him is when his best 
friend comes home and visits my cousin. 
That’s very seldom because he is away 
at college. There are many people who 
tell me this boy once lived with a girl 
and now has a child by her. I don’t 
know if this is true or not. He has never 
told me. Should I keep going with this 
boy or should I quit him? Puzzled, 

D. E. G. 


Dear D. E. G.: 

You have no other choice but to stop 
kidding about a non-existent romance 
that is completely in your mind! Frankly 
you have nothing to go on, and it amazes 
me when girls jump to the conclusion 
that a man loves them when he sees you 
once a month and whispers a lot of bunk 
in your ears. Sometimes I wonder! Do 
you know the meaning of the word 
“steady” as applied to courtship? If you 
do you must know as well as I that your 
fellow is not going steady with you. At 
17 you should be having fun with boys 
and-girls in your own age group. If there 
is a rumor going around that this man 
has lived with a woman and has a child, 
I'd consider it more fact than fiction. 
Otherwise don’t you think he’d be a bit 
more attentive to you? No matter how 
nice he is, he has no interest in you and 
he has clearly shown it. Why do you 
cling to a make-believe lover who has a 
family to worry about. For your own 
good stop seeing him before he leaves 
you in the same predicament as the other 


girl. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My problem began some time ago, but 
it has now gotten worse. I’m really in 
need of help. I met a girl when I was 
stationed in California and fell in love 
with her at first sight. We waited for 
about eight months before becoming en- 
gaged. I met her parents and they liked 
me very much, and would do anything 
for me. I received my discharge from 
the Air Force and came home hoping to 
get a job, save some money and go back 
to her and get married. There was only 
one drawback, or in reality two. I didn’t 
get the job and I landed in trouble. I 
love this girl very much and I know she 
loves me. But should I ask her to share 
my burden, or should J release her from 
her promise to marry me. I wrote to her 
parents explaining everything, and it 


doesn’t seem to make them think any less | 


of me. I told them how hard jobs are 
to get and I asked them to send me the 
money to make the trip back to Cali- 
fornia. I promised to repay them later. 
They were going to send it but then I 
got into trouble, and for the very first 
time in my life. Please help me as I 
am stumped. 
J. H. L. 
Orange County Jail 


Dear J. H. L.: 

First of all you'll have to get out of 
jail. It wasn’t such a good idea to write 
to your fiancee’s parents and ask them 
for a loan. Although they didn’t say any- 
thing about it, I’m sure it nipped a little 
at their confidence in you. From now 
on it is up to you to prove that you are 
man enough to face the world and find a 
job. You can do this without getting 
into trouble and without asking for 
handouts. Try your hardest to find a job 
in your town, or if need be move to an- 
other place and look for work. I do not 
think you should burden your girl friend 
with your troubles you have 
straightened them out sufficiently to 


marry her. 


until 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I was released from an institution for 
the mentally ill about one year ago and 
my friends and neighbors haven’t been too 
kind to me since. They seem to think that 
I am an object of curiosity and subject to 
ridicule as the butt of their jokes. My hus- 
band has tried to overlook this but we are 
having difficulty ignoring these cruel barbs, 
especially when they are directed at our 
two children. 

It would be better if we could leave 
this particular city, but my husband’s job 
is keeping us here. I guess we could 
move but it seems cowardly to run from 
untruths. I am afraid to tell my husband 
what the people say because he is quick to 
anger and may do something that would 
make things much worse. My only hope 
in writing this is to get encouragement 
from someone who will tell me that I am 


doing the right thing. 
Mrs. E. A. Kilker 


Dear Mrs. Kilker: 

Sometimes by airing our problems or 
talking them over with someone, we mini- 
mize their size and they don’t seem half 
as formidable. Since you live in a large 
city I would seek out a psychiatrist at one 
of the clinics and he will give you the 
encouragement you need. I admire you 
for sticking it out. It takes “guts” to with- 
stand criticism and you certainly are wel) 


supplied. 






New! So 


ASS ROVAL 
GC mn 
vm STICK POMADE 


FOR YOUR HAIR 


NOT a dye—only purest 
ingredients, including Lano- 
lin. Touches up gray spots. Makes 
all types of hair easier to manage. 
Keeps hair edges neat and smooth. 
















sx HIGH SCHOOL jv 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-S8 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Minors 


Try this new amazing 
scientific home method to 


Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


Which of These = _ 3? ankles, calves 
Leg Probl : j 
eg Frobiems thighs, knees, hips! 
































Are Yours? 





if 
— 
ed b: 
Straight Skinz e t 
Hips your rf of attractiveness! 
Give yourself a chance to look 
in the latest fashions of 
¢ higher skirts, ba 
shorts, etc. Now at 
Serawn: too can try to help yourself, 
Thighs improve underdeveloped > 
due to normal causes, and fill 
out any part of your 
wish . 






legs all over... as many women 
have by following this new scien- 
tific method. Well known author- 


vacy of your home! Contains step- 
by-step illustrations of the easy 
SCIENTIFIC LEG technique with 
instructions; gaining 
r legs, improving skin color 
and circulation of legs; also nor- 


— 
Toothpick 
Ankles with more ease and form; work on 

eet with less fatigue; walk and 
stand with more poise. 


Written About in Health 
Culture Magazine 


Health Culture asked 1 known authority on 
legs to write a series of articles on the fundamentals 
of this method. This magazine believed their readers 
should learn about this wonderful technique. 


Send No Money! Free 10 Day Trial! 
You would be glad to pay any price to gain shapely 
Legs Home Method’ is yours for 





. r 
with order and we pay postage. You must itis. 
factory resuiis. or return course and your money will 
be refunded. 


Modern Methods 
296 Broadway 


Dept. SL-TCSW 
New York City 7 
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1 for the sexual relationships of 
the sexes is interesting and 
ight on present customs and at- 
foman’s and man’s sexual be- 
rd each other can be traced 
tally from ancient to mod- 


there are two moral theories 
sex relations which are 


is for procreation only 
is frowned upon). Second: 
both procreation and instinc- 
re (procreation is primary, 
tolerated). For many rebel- 
duals sex is for pleasure only 
on is never intended. 
n” American society dic- 
hes, and legislates a licensed 
marriage as the require- 
sex _ activity. All other is 


- between what is preached, 


ee | are men; there is a 
e acon’ of sexual con- 

n is probably rooted in the fact 
's biological role is procrea- 

r sex relationship and her 
- easily than is the case with 


ion, woman’s guilt is soon 

‘accused male might deny 
aia. Eve blamed 
and Adam blamed the 
‘Outside of wedlock, in modern 


i “ancient and modern reli- 


Benes © prncticed The | 


are morally equally guilty, but woman 
suffers the most. 


In sexual relationships, therefore,” 
woman needs to maintain higher stand- 
ards and to exercise more discretion, for 
she realistically is in greater jeopardy of 
social disgrace than the male. In the 


early training period mothers realize this 


social situation of difference and are 
careful in the moral training of their 
daughters. Normally girls mildly resent 


this difference, or wonder about it as 


they compare their restrictions with the — 
greater freedom of their brothers or even — 
other boys, but sometimes the mother is — 
over-anxious about her daughter's con- 


duct and does the job of moral 
“too well.” Often in this she terrifies the 
girl, threatens her too much, and thus 


she engenders elses aaa aa 
In unconscious rebellion the girl finds 


it difficult to repress the wish to be indis- 


creet as a natural expression of defiance 


of her overstrict mother, and as a re- 


bellion against her tyranny. Already 
sexually overstimulated by the mother’s — 


nagging over her condict in childhood, 
she becomes excessively curious and 
wants to find out if what marley says 
true. 


but in this article we are mainly inter- 
ested in marital unfaithfulness. Giving 


covert resentment of the mother’s over-— 


strictness; and the urge to rebel against — 


her authority and tyranny may carry 


over to rebellion against a strict hus- 


band. 
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By DR. WALTER A. ADAMS 
times, when adults are “caught,” they 


_ The atypical father, too, may be guilty 
of similar error. For instance, with ex. 
cessive zeal, he watches his daughter a 
home and in the streets when he is sus. 
picious of her conduct; sometimes o:. 
tensibly, he thinks he is exercising hi 
prerogative as a “good” father by 
brutally punishing her physically; in 
reality he is behaving more typically like 
a frenzied jealous lover than a prudent! 


father; who usually and appropriately 


exercises better control as he discusses 


-his daughter’s late hours and other un- 


approved conduct next morning at 
breakfast or at an opportune moment. 
Calmness, tempered with firmness in 


counseling her would and does reassure 
the daughter of his healthy interest and 
_ motive. 
guided father who behaves as if no man 


“Another disturbed and mis 


is good enough for his daughter is 
covertly implying to her that only He is 
good enough for her—which logic is 
really subtle and of hidden seductive 
value (Oedipal). 

This unhealthy attitude reflects his 
emotional disturbance and also hinders 
the mature psychosexual development o! 
his daughter. It predisposes her to in- 
ternalize his emotional disturbance 


_ (complex), which (internalization) may 
There may a teeny soatileitelionnt 
-lescence, before or after marriage, 3 
‘she, with - repetition, consciously ot 
in to temptations and indulging in the _ 
forbidden under a tense and dramatic _ 
moment, may be the manifestation of ee 


come out later in her adult life, in ado- 


naively gets involved (over and over! 


with forbidden conduct or with sexually 
forbidden men. 
_ As in a special case just illustrated. 


therapeutic exploration may show that 


_ most often these affairs are in reality n0 


accident, but are unconsciously prede- 


4 termined by the sordid childhood traiv- 
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“ ... Modern woman is becoming freer con- 
She is demanding, 
and actually taking, more sexual rights. Per- 
haps one-third of college girls, if not even more, 

have had pre-marital sex experience.” 


cerning sexual privilege. 


ing and experience, especially with the 
disturbed father. Under the above cir- 
cumstances of training, when married, 
the man other than her husband is es- 
pecially fascinating to her, and under 
temptation she is more vulnerable than 
the wife, whose father, in rearing her 
had been calm, firm, but more reason- 
able in chastising her about her un- 
approved conduct. 

These above illustrations bring out 
atypical and unusual causes for the be- 
havior of the unfaithful wife. Fortu- 
nately, every unfaithful wife is not a 





product of “sick” parents and are not 
themselves seriously emotionally dis- 
turbed persons; but those who have been 
exposed in childhood to such parents 
may be more predisposed and vulner- 
able. 

The frequency of unfaithfulness in 
wives varies according to the cultural 
level and background of the woman and 
the man. In some cases the problem be- 
hind the unfaithfulness is not so much 
the influence of the earlier sick (neu- 
rotic) mother or father, but is more re- 
lated to the kind of models (social 






=e & 


—— 


ideals) which the parents held up to the 
rates 

In some cultural levels fidelity of the 
marital partner may not be as important 
an issue as it is in the total society. The 
atmosphere of selfishness and personal 
comfort may be primary; “getting by” 
may be the by-word, and both husband 
and wife may take lightly the straying 
of the other. Sex privilege may be more 
related to money, “being taken care of” 


’ and there may be little pride over exclu- 


sive sexual possession. If the husband 
gets angry and (Continued on Page 51) 
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STRANGE LOVE HABITS 


I have been a regular reader of your won- 
derful magazine. | think it is a swell maga- 
zine and rates with any magazine in its field 
in the country. 

I’ve never taken out enough time to blow-my- 
top in regard to some of the letters that have 
appeared in your magazine, such as the one 
written by Centon Hendricks of Chicago, in 
the March °56 issue, under the heading 
“Strange Love Habits.” 

I don’t know if this letter is written by a 
man or woman, however, I have every reason 
to believe that this is a woman. This type of 
letter burns me up. 

First, | would like to introduce myself in 
order to give Centon and others who think and 
understand like her, an idea as to who I am. 
| am a Negro, 40 years of age. | am a business 
man, single. I’ve met and studied quite a few 
people of every race and find that with the 
exception of a few customs, all-people are the 
same. 

Centon seems to have a place and when peo- 
ple or races mix, she seems to think that they 
are out of their places. I, as a Negro, do not 
have a place and it is quite obvious to me that 
when people feel that they have a place, it is 
more a complex than a place. 

Centon is sending Lilo down the drain with 
just one thing in mind, that is, “she is a white 
woman.” She doesn’t realize the fact that the 
same thing could have happened if Lilo had 
been a Negro. It’s happening most every day. 
I feel that Centon is making a goof out of her- 
self and letting the world know just how far 
behind she is when it comes to understanding 
people and facing facts. White women are no 
different to any other women. If there is any 
difference it is “that they are just a little more 
sincere.” 

Centon, again I'll say that I am a single 
man, looking for someone who will care a lot 
for me and someone whom I can care a lot for 
and let it be a white lady or Negro lady that 
comes up to my requirement—she’s okay with 
me. And, if she gets in my patch, sister it’s 

too bad. I know I will hear from you, but go 
ahead. It doesn’t matter as long as we are in 
love. Personally, I don’t believe in criticizing 
people as long as they are within the laws of 
the country and the laws of decency. The same 
thing could have happened to you under the 
same circumstances. 
Andy Jackson 
Los Angeles 37, Calif. 


COOL, COOL TAN 


I have just recently become a reader of your 
fabulous magazine and I must admit that | 
think it is one of the “coolest” mags I have 
ever read, and I do mean “cool.” I’ve just 
finished reading “I Hated My Twin,” January 
issue, and think it’s the finest story I have 
read yet. 
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Please don’t ever stop publishing TAN, as it 
would break my heart. 

Faye Moragne 
Washington, D. C. 


Have just finished reading my copy of the 
February TAN. It’s the greatest magazine on 
the stand in its field. 

“Shameless Love” was one of the best I’ve 
ever read. Keep up the good work! 

A/2C Nollie D. Thomas 
New York, N. Y. 


I'd like to let you know that I’ve been read- 
ing your magazine for a long time and believe 
me, there is none finer. Your stories are simply 
wonderful and don’t feel they can be topped. 

Yours is a clean and enjoyable magazine 
and I do hope you keep it that way. As for 
digging up dirt and stuff, let’s just leave that 
to the unclean book publishing companies. 

Walk a straight line and your readers will 
agree with me, I’m sure. 

Robert Daniels 
Waterbury, Conn. 


COOL, COOL CATS 


On your article “Are Cool Cats Crazy?” | 
would like to give my praise. You answered 
your own question by using such words as 
brilliant, highly regarded. If you'll think back, 
most brilliant people are eccentric to some 
degree. 

Anyone who associates with musicians will 
certainly agree that the cool artists are very 
nice. You were right in saying that many peo- 
ple just don’t “comprehend.” Monk and 
Powell, etc., play for people with mature 
minds. 

I remember attending hot dancing sessions, 
but I have (and I think everyone else should 
too) outgrown it. I now live from one cool 
concert to the next. The first thing I found out 
about these concerts was the relaxed feeling 
it gives. If “Cool Cats” are crazy, then lead 
the way to Bellevue! 

I’m proud to say I'll have the honor to wit- 
ness for the first time, Bud Powell next month 
when the Birdland Stars of °56 will be here in 
Columbus. 

Mrs. Catherine Nelson 
Columbus, Ohio 


I have just finished reading the January 
issue of TAN. I enjoyed reading “Are Cool 
Cats Crazy?” Being a musician myself, | am 
glad to know the outlook that is cast upon 
some music lovers of the music world. 

Donald E. Buren 
New York, N. Y. 


PAGING JANE WALTERS 


Attn: Jane Walters 

You seem to underestimate your talents. 
From reading your column one would come to 
the conclusion that you think only high school 
students read your column, but I want to 
school you on the fact that many ex-teens and 
even some mothers get theirself an eyeful. 

Following your lead, I will give you my view 
points on who starts fashion trends and also 
tell you the foxiest ones in Philly at the pres- 
ent time. Most of the fashions are started by 
show people. College kids dig what their 
favorites cover their frames with, and then do 
a cool following. High School students are 
usually the last to cope a fashion, but it 
doesn’t reach its full popularity until it reaches 
that age level. It isn’t until then that you see 
everybody and their sister with one. The work- 
ing girl or boy just out of high school and 
non-college goers dig these fashions too. 

Today a girl is a natural square if she 
doesn’t have at least one “high riser” in her 
wardrobe. “High riser”’—a jumper dress. In 
some high schools on a certain day the girls 
all wear their high risers with complimenting 
knee socks or for that more dressed up look, 
stockings. 





For that sport occasion, a cool pair of “C,. 
pris” (slacks that come tight at the ankles anj 
have a zipper on each leg on the outside). 
charcoal grey being the most popular color 
Also a complimenting Italian shirt, jersey 
sweater. A cool pair of swede “kicks” (tan j 
the most popular color) and to top it all of 
a “suburban” (a three quarter coat or it come 
to your finger tips). When it’s really foxy j 
when you and your friend have twin suburban 

Enough of that. Later! 

One of your steady eyefulls 
Rosalind E. Scot 


WANTED: PRETTIER SKIN 


I am a young woman of 24 and the mother of 
four wonderful children, but P&till have time 
to read TAN, plus hold down a five-day work. 
ing week away from home. 

Usually, before reading your magazine | 
thumb through to get a faint idea of what to 
expect and I really get burned up to see some 
of the models you choose. 

For example: “Temptation” in the February 
issue, why did you select these people when 
there surely are some better looking and with 
nicer complexions that would do justice to the 
persons portrayed in the stories. 

This is my one and only “gripe” and pos. 
sibly many others have the same feeling, 
Please, please get models with clear com. 
plexions for future stories! 

A. M. Wright 


Crestline, Ohio 


MORE INTERRACIAL STORIES 


I am a white woman and [| enjoy reading 
TAN very much. I think there should be more 
interracial stories where the marriage turns 
out good in the end. You see, I am married to 
a colored man and have a little girl. We are 
all very happy. I’m quite sure others feel the 
same way as I do. 

Gladys Dixon 
Chicago, Ill. 


READER FROM BRAZIL 


The day before last I acquired the February, 
1956 issue of TAN magazine and [| enjoyed it 
to the fullest. I have just finished “Reform 
School Graduate” and I enjoyed it very much. 
Also think your Pen Pal column is great. 

Antonio Terw 
Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 


HE DIGS MR. B. 


I really enjoy reading your wonderful mag- 
azine. I want to congratulate you on such a 
wonderful article about Billy Eckstine. “Mr. 
B” is known to be one of the best singers of 
our time. You mention in your mag that 
“Mr. B” needs a smash hit. Dad, you are so 
right! Once he gets it though, I’m sure he'll 
stay on top ’cause he’s got the voice and all he 
really needs is the material to work with. 

I dug Billy when he was touring the Opera 
House in Paris. The audience went wild when 
he finished. I don’t think they understood 
the words he was singing, but they really felt 
deeply inside the way he was singing the song. 

I wish Billy much luck in reaching his goal. 

Pfc. Cornelios M. Braxton 
Erlangen, Germany 


STORY FROM LIFE 
I’m a constant reader of TAN and find the 
stories enjoyable. I read, “Our Marriage Was 
A Mismatch” with much interest because that 
story was so much like my real life, only I had 
the courage and control not to take my hus 
band’s life. I think your stories are very et 
couraging to all. 
Many of us here in the West Indies enjoy 
reading TAN. 
Dorothy Morgan 
Barbados, B.W.1. 
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LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 

STOPS |\BAD BREATH 
4 TIMES BETTER 

THAN MOTH PASTE 


Germs are the major cause of bad breath 
and no tooth paste kills germs like 
Listerine—instantly—by millions! 





Far and away the most common cause of 
bad breath is germs. You see, germs cause 
fermentation of proteins, which are always 
present in the mouth. Research shows that 
your breath stays sweeter longer, the more 
you reduce germs in the mouth. That's why 
Listerine stops bad breath four times better 
than any tooth paste. 


Listerine Antiseptic Kills Germs 
by Millions 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs by millions 
on contact. Test after test has shown that 
even fifteen minutes after gargling with 
Listerine Antiseptic, germs on tooth, mouth, 
and throat surfaces were reduced up to 96.7%; 
one hour afterward, as much as 80%. 


No Tooth Paste Kills Germs 
Like This . . . Instantly 


No tooth paste gives you the proven Listerine 
Antiseptic method — banishing bad breath 
with super-efficient germ-killing action. As a 
result, Listerine stops bad breath instantly, 
usually for hours on end. 


7\ 
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LISTERINE 


..- THE MOST WIDELY USED ANTISEPTIC IN THE WORLD 








POETRY 


A Sometime Thing 


The blue is constant in the sky, 
And dark clings tightly to the 
night; 
The seasons come and they go by. 
As sure as geese in yearly flight. 


The rain is always known to fall. 
And birds rise up when on the 
wing: 
The things | crave are constant all. 
With just your love a sometime 
thing. 
—Louie Robinson 


First Meeting 


A tiny drop of dew 
Trembles on the brink 

Of a petal half unfurled. 

A shy, untried pink. 

Like our love, newborn, 
Uncertain if to drink 

The sweetness waiting there 
Or let the sun rays shrink. 


—Florence Williams 


Futility 
How much | adore you, 
I wish I could tell. 
All I can say 
Is I do love you well. 


No doubt I'd be taunted 

If I were to show it, 

So [ll keep it within me, 
And no one will know it. 


But, ah, when I kiss you 
My passion discloses 
The sum of the love 
That within me reposes. 


So therefore, it’s useless 
To hold out on Cupid; 
And those who attempt to 
Are frightfully stupid. 


—Ricardo Weeks 


Lady-in- Waiting 
There are three groups of men 
Those that do, those that don’t. 
And those that wait. 
In this group, I am. 
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Y OF LUVE nic 
Fad Swe FE MN 
4 Of these groups I like those that ee : 
y, do. : 
> the Those that don’t aren’t men. 
Those that wait 
» br. Find waiting hard. 
light. 
It would seem that if you wait 
Fall. Waiting wouldn’t be a bore; 
te Yet, knowing that you are waiting 
Makes life a chore 
t all. For you wonder: 
ene “Is it worth waiting for?” 
—J. Ayo 
Ison 
Sanctuary 
| have tried 
to laugh away the pain, 
and heal the torn 
nerve in my breast; 
but from my eyes 
the rush of rain, 
gives me little rest. 
Hold! Wait! 
Must you go 
into the world and roam; 
can’t you see; 
don’t you know, 
my heart is your home? 
—William Browne 
Wedding Day 
ithe taly’s wedilien Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 
They kept the old superstition > ane es pom meet meng ee 
} i reamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
Or maybe nowaday it’s called new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
tradition new color .. . leaves your hair soft, 
Something old, something new, shining . . . this very day! 
ga Dannie, Senet Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 
brand in the red box, known and 
The something old was an emerald approved for more than 50 years. 
Ting In 18 flattering shades 
Given to an ancestor by some king 
The something new was her gown Just 
of Alpian white / 
Its cold satin gleamed in the 3 ; | i 
candlelight - “i 
Tiny rosebud garters were the eA 
something blue, fasy =/ — / | | 
And the something borrowed—my —_ ~~ 
love—was vou. Sfeps 1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. 2. Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 3. After color has devel- 
/ As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with handy applicator in- oped, shampoo hair again, 
ilies Wiesins Temple Lorieuse as directed. cluded in package. set in your favorite style. 
- [GODEFROY MFG. CO. © 3510 OLIVE © ST. LOUIS 3,mO1 
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miracle of Paris 
“Magic Lastic Waist Band” will 
INSTANTLY Vanish 4 inches 
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It's Light as 
@ Feather 


The LATEST 





In complete 
comfort, “Vanish- 
ette’’ gently but 
firmly trims your 
torso into pencil- 
slim lines. Made 
of nylon two-way 
power knit, it 
can’t curl, roll or 
pinch. No dig- 
ging, sticking 
bones. Washes 
like a dream - 
dries in a jiff 
It’s exasietely 
tailored . . . truly 
a beauty to be- 
hold. ee or 
panty style. Reg- 
ularly $18.00 - 


Now 
ONLY 
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By Margo Hughes 
ORGEOUS MODEL-SINGER Sara Lou Harris is rehearsing a new repertoir 


of sexy songs for her return to show business. Sara called her agent recent) 
to ask for an out-of-town date to tryout the new material. 
| several days later and offered her two weeks in far off Venezuela. 


Crooner Billy Eckstine played his first recording session for RCA 
Victor before a packed house. In fact, more people showed up at 
the studio to hear the great “Mr. B” record than were at his last con- 
cert with Peggy Lee. After several recording dates “B” takes off for 
a tour of British theatres and Clubs which will keep him abroad for 


at least six months. 


That dress shop Eartha Kitt has 
opened in Harlem along with a friend, 
another ex-Dunham dancer, Roxanne 


Foster, has a special rack of Eartha’s 
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Does Love Slip By You Because your 
hair is dull and unglamorous, then now 
is the time to act. Gold Medal’s wonder 
workng formulas help you to greater 
hair beauty, faster and easier. Don’t take 
our word for it. Just send your name 
and address and a quarter to cover 
postage and handling for a regular $1 
size of the Triple Action Hair and Scalp 
Formula to Gold Medal Box T, Sheeps- 
head Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. Act Now 
Receive Additional Free Doctor’s Book 
on Hair and Scalp and Latest Medalo 
Hair Style Charts. 


TO-DAY 
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fabulously sexy stage gowns and per- 
sonal clothes. They'll be sold way be- 
low their original tab. The shop also 
features, displayed in the front window, 
a life-size mannequin with the facial 
features of Eartha Kitt. 


“Miss Rhythm” Brown... 
Ruth, to you . . . is insuring 
her future bookings. She 
plans to take over as the owner 
of a night club in Pittsburgh. 

Al Jackson, of the comedy 
team of Patterson and Jack- 
son, is trying to get together 
a quartet of beefcake. Each 
guy in the group will weigh 
over 300 pounds. They plan to 
work on stage in specially 
built Bermuda shorts .. . 
Jackson’s personal tailor is en- 
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He returned the call 








Cordie King and Sammy Davis Jr. 


gineering the job. At press 
time he has a trio of heavy- 
weights and is still looking 
around for the fourth 300 
pounder. 


Singer Bobby Lucas is quitting th 
scene and heading for Cuba where he 
has several (Continued on Page 81) 








Tommy Smalls, Delores DeVega, Margie McGlory and Buddy Johnson 
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Billy Eckstine 
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Johnny Hartman 
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ANY WOMAN 


EXTRA MONEY NOW 


CAN EARN 


YOU CAN EARN 








LUCKY MAN 
Shaving Lotion 





$ 5°° 
JUST BY SELLING 
EXCLUSIVE QUALITY 











Perfumed 
DEODORANT 
SPRAY 





The perfect finish for LUCKY HEART COSMETICS In handy squeeze- 





any shave. Gives fra- 
grant, soothing, cool 
skin comfort. 









BLUE MIST Lotion 
A delightfully fragrant 
beauty lotion that both 
protects and softens skin. 


Any woman can turn a few hours of 
spare time into ready cash simply by be- 
coming a welcomed and respected Lucky 
Heart Cosmetic Representative. You, like 
thousands of other busy average house- 
wives, working girls, students, older folks 
—anyone—can have more than enough 
money for luxuries and extras easily and 
without any trouble or fuss at all. 


Here’s Why and How 


You can make $50 and much, much more, 
simply by starting now. All you do is show 
and demonstrate Lucky Heart Cosmetics to 


“I made $60 in my first 
spare hours as a Lucky 
Heart Representative. Pretty 
soon, I had a group of 
regular customers who called 
me and gave me good sized 
orders. Lucky Heart sure 
brought a Better Way of 
Life to me and my family.” 


deplore Jampsar 


FREE! 
DISPLAY CASE OFFER 


and samples, everything 


money immediately. 
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Dept. 2E, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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TO FRIENDS~—IN JUST 
YOUR SPARE TIME! 









FRANCINE Porfurie 
Imported from France. A 
subtle fragrance, young, 
bright and gay. 


3 ‘ 
d to start i YES! I want money for luxuries and extras for myself and 
ee ' my family. Please send me full details and FREE Display 
{Case offer so I can have money and a Better Way of Life. 


Name 


spray flask. Protects 
safely from odor and 
perspiration all-day- 
or-longer. 


} 
A 
STAZON Lipstick 
Color-Keyed both bright and 


right for light-to-dark skin 
tones. Six vivid shades. 


your friends—people you already know and 
like. Exclusive quality, nationally advertised 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics are known, used and 
wanted everywhere. That's because they're 
better—and because the products and prices 
are right. As the Lucky Heart Representative 
in your community, you'll be the only one 
able to supply your friends, neighbors and 
relatives with these fast-selling, much wanted 
cosmetics. When you show and demonstrate 
Lucky Heart—you'll get orders. And those 
easy-to-get orders mean more ready money 
for You. It’s that easy. 


No Experience Needed 


Ruth Webb, Lucky Heart's own Beauty 
Consultant, will show you how, send you 
everything you need to start earning big 
money when you become a welcomed and 
respected Lucky Heart Representative. Miss 
Webb has made thousands of other average 
women and men into successful money- 
making Lucky Heart Representatives. She 
can do the same for You. 

If you need extra money, if you want money to 
reach happiness and a better way of life for you 
and your family, become a Lucky Heart Repre- 
sentative NOW. It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamorous 
—and you'll be richer for it. The coupon below, 
mailed to us now, brings you complete information 
and Lucky Heart's Free Display Case offer. 


Stylish cosmetic case PTT ttt ttt meee ee nee eee 


with full-size cosmetics : Lucky Heart Cosmetics, Dept. 2E 
Memphis 


2, Tenn. 
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| am wondering if it would be possible to 
find a colored girl who would like to corre- 
spond with me in order to exchange ideas and 
impressions. It would be perfect, of course, if I 
could correspond with a girl having some 
knowledge of French. 

| am a Frenchman of West-Indian descent. 
! am from Guadeloupe. I am 26 and a care- 
free young man, which is normal for a person 
of my age. I like to dance and read, | like 
music, movies and would like to correspond 
with a girl liking the same things. 

If it is not possible to find a girl having a 
knowledge of French, I am willing to corre- 
spond with a girl who does not speak and write 
French. 

Louis Paul 

67 rue des Moines 

Paris (17e), France 

| would be most grateful if you would pub- 

lish my request for female Pen Palls, Negroes, 

in the U.S.A. I am most desirous to correspond 
with someone in America. 

| am a Negro, 5’8”, 168 Ibs. and dark brown 
complexion. | am a wireless operator and [ 
like singing, dancing, swimming, reading and 
listening to “sweet” music. 

Lloyd Collymore 
5 Roseway Place 
Belmont, Trinidad, B.W.I. 

We would like to correspond with boys and 
girls from 16 to 21 years of age. We promise 
to answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Virginia N. Scott 
252 East 28th Street 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
Faye Harris 

1741 W. 22nd Street 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

Wanted: Pen Pals between the ages of 25 
and 30. I am 26. 

Clement A. Batson 

% Trinidad & Tobago 
Electricity Comm. 

Box 187, Tobago, B.W.1. 

Being an ardent reader of TAN, I am hereby 
making a request for Pen Pals through the 
page you have so thoughtfully reserved for that 
most important subject. 

| would like to get letters from boys and 
girls, men and women from all over the world. 

My hobbies are stamp collecting, cycling and 
photography. I am 24 years of age. 

Willehmenia Adderley 
General Post Office 
Nassau, N. P., Bahamas 

(After having tried in vain to get in touch 
with colored people stationed in Germany, | 
kindly ask you for your assistance. 

The last World War and the events resulting 
out of it have in many people of all nationalities 


and races induced a desire for better under- 
standing and amelioration of human relations. 
| am personally greatly interested in creating 
and strengthening friendly relations between 
white and colored people, and I do hope that 
with your help I might succeed in finding col- 
ored people with whom I could exchange letters 
and ideas. 

By this | hope to be able to better realize and 
understand the problems which arise of the liv- 
mg together of white and colored people, a fact 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


specially applying to the United States. I my- 

self would like to mediate—as best as I can—to 

my pen-friend an impression of the things and 

problems which we have here in Europe. espe- 
cially in Germany, are confronted with. 

K. E. Bohlmann 

38, Haldenstrasse 

Herne, Germany 

My name is Prudence Apoline Walters, age 
22, 56”. black eyes, black complexion, a beau- 
tician by profession. My chief hobbies are 
music, soft ball, cricket and movies. 

P. Walters 
112 Church St. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 

I am a lonely GI, 21 years of age. | am from 
Jesup, Ga. I would like to correspond with 
girls from 14 to 18. I would like for them to be 
from northern states. My hobbies are stamp 
collecting, collecting butterflies and watching 
television, also playing checkers. I am very 
much interested in getting married. 

All letters will be answered and photo sent, 
if requested. 

Pfc Thomas Alvin Jackson 
148 Gr. Reg. Qmc. 
Fort Lee, Va. 

I am a regular reader of all the Johnson pub- 
lications and am interested in the Pen Pal Sec- 
tion of TAN. 

I am 24 years of age, 58”, weigh 140 lbs., 
and my hobbies are reading, writing and | am 
about to start on stamp collecting. I also like 
most sports. 

[ would like to hear from both male and 
females between the ages of 18 to 29. I will 
answer all letters received. I hope to get letters 
from foreign countries as well as from here in 
the States. 

Clarence Gladman 
2020 Reeker Street 
Pine Bluff, Ark. 

I am desirous of having a male pen pal in the 
U.S.A. He must be christian-hearted and of 
very good character, between the ages of 37 
and 45. I am a Negro, 36 and very lonely. Will 
answer letters promptly and also exchange 
photos. 

Miss Mary Bailey 
General Delivery 
Ancon P. O. 
Canal Zone 

I would like very much to correspond with 
both sexes. I am 37 years of age, and guess I’d 
be called a widow (we have been separated for 
14 years). I am an operator of a nursery-kin- 
dergarten, also a practical nurse. 

Mrs. E. B. Adams 

1106 N. Vine St. 

Ocala, Fla. 

| would like to correspond with men and 

women all over the world, especially those in- 

terested in swapping items of their country for 
items of my country. 

All letters received will be answered. 

Ricci Gordon 
487 Quincy Street 
Brooklyn 21, N. Y. 

I'm in high school and would like to corre- 
spond with guys and dolls in high school and 
college. When I finish school, I plan to go to 
some college and take a pre-med course, there- 


fore, pre-med students would be appreciated. 
My hobbies are dancing, records, cooking, 
reading and last, but not least—writing. 
Alfreda Diahann Vinzant 
964 Leath 
Memphis, Tenn. 


My name is Phyllis Hilliard and I’m 17 years 
old, 5’2” tall, brown hair, big brown eyes. I like 
anything and everything. I wish that the whole 
wide world would write, but that is impossible 
because if they did my house would be full of 
mail and would go stone crazy trying to read so 
much mail. So, I'll be satisfied with the people 
that see this and write me. 

Phyllis Hilliard 


280 Oak St. 
Passaic, N. J. 


[ am just fresh out of college where | 
studied so hard I had no time for much social 
life. | am therefore interested in having Pen 
Pals, both white and colored girls who have 
time to be friendly to a lonely guy. 

[ am 5/8%”, 150 Ibs., light skin and would 
like to hear from girls between the ages of 17 
and 22. 

George Anderson 
10816 Olivet Ave. 
Cleveland 8, Ohio 


We are very much interested in correspond- 
ing with people all over the world. All letters 
will be answered. 

Eunice Hamilton 
#2 Quarry Street 
Rome, Ga. 

Dorothy McMurray 
536 W. 12th St. 
Rome, Ga. 

Bertha Holland 
331 Branhan Ave. 
Rome, Ga. 


| am interested in Pen Pals, preferably fe- 
male. I am 22 years old, 5’11”, 140 lbs., black 
hair and green eyes. My hobbies are records, 
movies and books. 

| work with a Cuban-American organization. 

| will answer all letters received. 
Andres San Roman 
Gran Stadium de la Habana 
Cerro, Havana, Cuba 


| am 16 years old and would like to corre- 

spond with young men between the ages of 16 
and 20. 

Shirley Branklyn 

1217 Kingsley Court 

Lansing, Mich. 


I am a Negro and a Police Constable in the 
British Guiana Police Force. My age is 29. I 
have a light brown complexion, 5’11” tall and 
my hobbies include art, boxing, movies and 


amateur photography. 
Frederick Bourne 


162 Wellington St. 
Georgetown, Demerara, 
British Guiana, South America 


| am desirous of acquiring Pen Pals. 
Antonio Teruz 
Distrito-F ederal 
Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 
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How 
To 
Trap A Bachelor 


HAT IS A BACHELOR? Noah Webster defines a bachelor as a man who has not mar- 
ried—or a male animal who is without a mate during the breeding time . . . 

Whatever the definition of a bachelor, he is still a man living in an unmarried state. 
Does this satisfy the matrimonial yearnings of an unattached female? Decidedly not! 
A bachelor is a man set apart from other men. In the eyes of a love-starved spinster 
he is something to be sought after, fought over and hunted down with every known 
feminine strategy at her command. 

Trapping the wary bachelor is a full-time operation for most women. Neither 
rain, nor snow, nor sleet nor storm ever stops them from the swift completion 
of their chosen mission! 

Even their sleepless moments are fully utilized in planning devious ways to 
ensnare him. It was once a popular fallacy for women to believe that the 
ratio of marriageable men and women are properly balanced. That was. 
and is, a false ratio, indeed. 

In today’s atomic age, there is a decidedly greater number of unmar- 
ried women than the number of single men. And the discrepancy is 
getting worse all the time. 

It is estimated that by 1965, the status of unmarried women will be trag- 
ically unromantic for thousands of them. If the marriage future presents such 
unsurmountable odds, what is a young romantically inclined female to do in a 
world dominated by males? 

Is it best for a woman to snare a husband when she is young? Is it wiser for a 
woman to do the proposing? Should a woman indulge in a premarital love affair. 
become pregnant, and hope that the man will be honorable enough to marry her? 

These are drastic steps, to be sure, and no doubt are actually being attempted 
by scores of desperate women in the hope, false or real, that their clandestine 
affairs will successfully end in marriage. 

With a dearth of eligible men around, today’s spinsters know that their 
days are numbered—and that their futures hold little promise of marital 
happiness. What then, is the unyielding force that drives unmarried 
women in their swift pursuit of the elusive male? 

Sex, without doubt, is the underlying motive. On every side, you hear 
and read that most women prefer security to love—a weekly pay envelope 
before sexual gratification. Is this true? Look at the case of Helen Brooks, 
who, at thirty five, had just about given up hope of ever finding a husband. 

She lost her fiance in World War II. He was a bombardier on a flying 
fortress, and when it crashed into the sea off the French coast, his body was 
never found and he was presumed dead. When Helen heard the tragic news, 
she thought the world had ended for her. 

She was twenty-five then, and just at the time in a young woman’s life when 
her sexual drive was at its height. On her last date with her fiance, the night 
before his furlough was up, he suggested they go to a hotel and spend the last 
few remaining hours together. Helen talked him out (Continued on Page 25) 














HOW 10 CRasy 


SHOW BUSINESS 


By Dan Burley 


EFORE 1945, pretty Sara Lou Harris 

taught school in her native Wilkes- 
boro, N. C. Today she can look back on 
a unique show business career that has 
seen her move into the limelight as one 
of the glamorous showgirls at the old 
Broadway Club Zanzibar, to singing en- 
gagements at the famed Le Ruban Bleu 
and La Vie En Rose on New York’s East 
Side. to a USO European tour as a 
singer-dancer in Shuffle Along, a career 
as a radio and television artist and final- 
ly, as a nationally known high-paid 
model. 

In her before-fame days, Dinah Wash- 
ington was a choir pianist in a Chicago 
Baptist church. Savannah Churchill was 
a waitress in a small Harlem restaurant. 
\rthur Lee Simpkins was a janitor in 
an Augusta, Ga., bank. Billy Ward, lead- 
er of the Dominoes, was a prizefighter 


and cartoonist, and in other years, 


are 


Billy Ward (r., with Milton Merle, Hilda Simms) once was a prizefighter, cartoonist. 
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Mamie Smith, “Queen of the Blues,” was 
a Cincinnati washwoman as was today’s 
gospel song queen, Mahalia Jackson. 

Similar stories can be recited about 
most every headliner in Negro show 
business. All had to start in it some- 
where; all had to make the transition 
from the commonplace occupation to 
the neons of the world of entertainment. 
Today thousands of young Negroes 
openly yearn to crash the magic doors 
of show business. They hear about the 
tremendous salaries earned by Nat King 
Cole, Lena Horne, the Mills Brothers, 
Dorothy Dandridge, Billy Daniels, Sarah 
Vaughan and the others and about the 
good time they enjoy while making this 
money and would move heaven and earth 
to get into the profession. 

The competition in show business is 
cut throat. The field has always been 
overcrowded, but strange as it seems, it 


still has room for newer stars, new- 
comers who can thrill people with songs 
or dances or make them laugh with jokes 
and comedy. Some of the hardest work- 
ers in show business are the talent scouts, 
for the demands of the stage, night clubs, 
radio, television and movies for new 
faces are insatiable. 

Suppose you want to get into show 
business. Suppose you can perhaps car- 
ry a tune, mimic some popular person, 
dance a little, have a rapid-fire gift of 
gab or, if you’re a female, have a pretty 
face, good figure and believe there is a 
place in the world of tinsel and music, 
you may be able to do something about 
it on your own. Despite all the doors 
that seem to be closed to a beginner in 
show business, one can still get past some 
of them if you follow the following ad- 
vice. 

First, Pll give you a list of “Don'ts” as 
follows: 

|. Patronize fly-by-night “schools” of 
the theater and dance and those guaran- 
teeing to teach you how to sing. There 
are accredited schools that turn out ac- 
tors and actresses; there are voice in- 
structors whose pupils have attained suc- 
cess in show business, and there are 
dance schools that have turned out good 
dancers in droves. But they are not fly- 
hy-night institutions. 

2. Don’t think you’re ready for an 
agent because you can carry a tune, 
crack a joke or dance a few steps. There 
are phony or shyster agents the nation 
over who will sign up anybody to a con- 
tract, knowing full well that the signee 
is an amateur and not ready for the big- 
time, but nine times out of ten you'll find 
yourself (if you’re a woman) in a pack 
of trouble, and if a man, in a bad posi- 
tion, by signing contracts with “nobody” 
agents, go-betweens, percenters and 
others who make a living hustling among 
amateurs who'll do anything to get into 
show business. 

3. Don’t (if you’re a singer) pay 
some arranger your money to “arrange” 
your music before you get a job singing 
somewhere. The way you sing a song is 
the best arrangement you'll get for it and 
it is folly to pay someone from $25 to 
$100 to “arrange” current popular tunes 
or standards which will be thrown out 
right away by whatever band that will 
sign you to sing with it. Most popular 
singers sing the “standards” by George 
Gershwin, Cole Porter, Rodgers and 
Hart and a few other composers. Prob- 
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ably you sing the same songs, but until 
you know whose going to play them for 
you to sing and more important, where 
you're going to sing them, you’d better 
keep your money in your pocket. 

4. Don’t rely on already established 
stars to open doors for you. Even though 
you are a childhood friend of a famous 
singer or performer, this doesn’t mean 
he or she is going to take you by the 
hand and lead you to the promised land 
of show business. Most successful people 
in show business are selfish in this re- 
spect and it is rare to find an Earl Hines 
who will unselfishly launch unknowns to 
fame. Hines, incidentally, discovered, 
coached and pushed to stardom such big 
names as Arthur Lee Simpkins, Sarah 
Vaughan, Billy Eckstine, Herb Jeffries, 
Teddy Wilson, and many others. Instead 
of hanging around stage doors and pes- 
tering the big name guy or gal you knew 
back home, you’d better spend the time 
rehearsing, practicing against the day 
when you get your big break! 

5. Don’t hang around joints. By that 
I mean the places where show business 
hangers-on congregate to socialize with 
You'll 
cheapen yourself. You don’t find any- 
thing of value getting drunk with a 
bunch of people who are merely relax- 


musicians, singers and others. 


ing or, as in most cases, are jobless and 
looking for the same thing you are. An 
unemployed performer isn’t going to tell 


you about a job she or he might get for 
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Savannah Churchill used to wait tables in 
Harlem. 





themselves. It’s a lot smarter to go only 
to the places where you have appoint- 
ments and try to be sure the appointment 
isn’t phony, whether at an audition or to 
see somebody who will help you get go- 
ing. One of the biggest time wasters of 
the beginner is running from office to 
office hoping to “catch” the ear of some 
busy agent or manager. 

6. Don’t pass up advice. You can 
learn something from everybody, wheth- 
er they are in show business or not. Nat 
Nazzarro, the Broadway agent, told Pearl 
Bailey to wave her hand lazily in the 
old Bert Williams 
sings and that one simple gesture made 
her a million dollar property. A friend 
suggested that Billy Daniels sing That 
Old Black Magic in addition to his orig- 
inal theme, Diane. It proved to be HIS 
song and HIS biggest ticket to fame. 
Someone told Bill Bailey he should get 
a line of patter to go with his dancing— 


manner when she 


a combination of funny episodes about 
news of the day and personal reactions. 
He did and won acclaim as the “World’s 
Greatest Tap Dancer” following the 
death of Bojangles Robinson. 

You won't go wrong by following the 
above “Don’ts.” There are more. You'll 
learn them by experience. 

There’s nothing I can tell you here nor 
nothing anyone else can tell you that will 
give you a short cut to show business 
fame other than experience. Pretty girls. 
handsome fellows with wonderful voices. 
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Arthur Lee Simpkins was an Augusta 


(Ga.) bank janitor. 


brilliant dancers—all have to go through 
the same old coffee grinder of expe- 
rience, of living, of suffering the pangs 
of hunger and privation and learn how 
to bounce back when doors are slammed 
in their faces. I don’t care how much 
talent you have, you’re not going to 
break into show business on top. You 
have to start way down on the ladder. 
Even if the breaks are apparently in your 

favor during these days, and you're an 
overnight sensation, you will at length 
have to go back and start again and 
make your way up step by step the way 
all the greats in history have done it. 

A case in point is that of blues pianist 
and singer Willie Mabon. He wrote and 
recorded | Don’t Know. The record hit 
close to a million in sales and it broke 
out of the rhythm and blues field into 
the pop class as well as the lucrative hill- 
billy market. Overnight Willie was the 
biggest attraction in show business with 
all kinds of fabulous offers pouring in 
for his appearance in person. He took 
an engagement at the Apollo Theater in 
Harlem, made the “Negro Circuit”—the 
Royal in Baltimore, the Howard in Wash- 
ington, night clubs and theaters in be- 
tween on the jump to the Regal in Chi- 
cago. Willie “loaded” each house on his 
first two nights, wilted and drew poorly 
toward the end of his engagements at 
each. The reason: All Willie had was 
one song, | Don’t Know. He had to re- 
peat it on his (Continued on Page 49) 
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Barbara had a good life. Nice home. She was going to school. 


Nice boy-friend, Al. Al meant well when he entered her in a 


beauty contest. If he had only known what would happen 


after that .. 


OME PEOPLE SAY it is better to 
have had success and failed than not 
to have had any success at all. 

I wonder. 

I had success. Huge gobs of it. And | 
failed—amiserably. 

Proof of my miserable failure is the 
fact that right now I’m sitting in a jail 
cell, writing this story. Ahead of me is 
much time, a long sentence, in which | 
must pay the price society exacts from 
those who break the law. 

I’m paying the price of careless love. 

You sing the praises of success. | 
can’t do it very well, for if I’d never 
tasted success, if 1 had remained just an 
ordinary guy, I wouldn’t be sitting here, 
doing time. 

What a difference a little time can 
make in one’s life. A couple years ago, 
I was a big singing star. I was a hit on 
records. I had a Cadillac and diamonds. 
You saw my picture in the papers. In the 
gossip columns, you read about my “ro- 
mances.” According to the writers, I was 
always in love and holding hands with 
some new guy. Kids clamored for my 


autograph, and theaters and night clubs 
paid big prices for my talent. It looked 
like blue skies forever. 

But today, the Cadillac is only a mem- 
ory. And what I’d give for a ride to 
freedom in that swellegant car! I spend 
my days now working in the prison 
laundry. Nights I sit here and think and 
write. I’m trying to write my story. I 
hope that maybe, somewhere, a big- 
headed, silly kid like I was will read the 
story—and take heed. Take a warning: 
all that glitters isn’t gold, and while life 
can be beautiful, it’s full of pitfalls, too. 

Life. It’s a funny thing. 

Three years ago, I was in high school. 
In Chicago. I lived with my parents in 
an apartment on the South Side. Life 
was no bowl of cherries, but I didn’t 
have much of a kick coming. My father 
had a steady job in a steel mill and my 
mother worked part-time in a currency 
exchange. We had enough food. I and 
my two sisters had some pretty nice 
clothes. There was plenty of food to eat, 
and enough money for a few luxuries. 
Like television. (Continued on Page 40} 
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Some murderers plead temporary insanity. Can a man 


make the same plea after he has spent a night 


betraying a loving, loyal and trusting wife? You read 


this story . . . and you decide. 


JO0T 














“OME ACCUSED MURDERERS plead temporary insanity—that sudden, blinding 
‘“ flash of savagery which blitzes the mind, destroys all balance and reason. 
Thinking things over, reviewing my past, I often conclude that this type of mental 
and moral blackout is what happened to me that night—the nightmare night— 
when I stooped to the lowest level of human misconduct to betray a loving 
and loyal wife, the person who placed me above everything and everyone else 
in her life. 

Even though Clare has forgiven me—and as much as it is humanly possible 

has forgotten my night of betrayal—I can’t somehow dismiss the horror of my 
own guilt. For me, life seems to be divided into two parts—what happened 
before that night and what happened after it. 

A year ago today, if anyone had told me that the ugly business of infidelity 
could touch Clare and me, I would have laughed him right off the scene. 
We were too happy together, too much in love to believe such a thing possible. 
Clare herself is one of those rare women, virtually incapable of faithlessness. 
As for me, after the experience I’d been through before I met her, I ought to 
have known better than to get myself entangled in another sordid mess. 

But, as the old saying goes, some people live and learn and others just live. 

Before I’d ever heard of Clare, Joan came into my life and, while I wouldn’t 
admit it for a long time, I hadn’t known Joan a half-hour before I knew she 
was no good. After she messed things up for me once, I should have had sense 
enough to stay away from her. But I’m getting ahead of my story. Ill get 
back to the first time I met Joan. 

The French have an expression—femme fatale—which means a deadly woman, 
a female who spreads disaster before, around and behind her. That was Joan 
and, even though I sensed it when I first saw her, I didn’t care because I was so 
blinded by her beauty. 

Ever heard someone describe a person as too pretty for her own good? 
In Joan’s case, this fitted like a boxer’s glove. 

! met her during my junior year in college. I was living an ideal life as the 





A year ago today, if anyone had told me that the ugly 
business of infidelity could touch Clare and me, I would 
have laughed him right off the scene. We were too happy 


together ... 
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university’s top-ranking basketball star 
and enjoying my policy of not taking 
any one girl seriously. My many tri- 
umphs on the basketball court had made 
me one of the most popular students on 
the campus and my exploits with the 
pretty co-eds had earned me a reputation 
as an authentic Lothario. A good ath- 
lete, I’d always believed, never takes any 
one girl seriously. Find ’em, have fun 
with ’em and forget °em—that was my 
motto. 

It took Joan to upset the pattern. 

We were playing our traditional riv- 
als one Saturday night. It had been two 
years since the home team had been able 
to walk off with a victory in the state 
championship contests. Our opponents 
were the dribblingest, shootingest, run- 
ningest players on the courts throughout 





team. At the moment, I was busily kid- 
ding Jenny Embers, my current heart- 
beat. I turned to acknowledge Dick’s 
sportsmanlike gesture and caught a daz- 
zling glimpse of the girl on his arm. | 
blinked. Know why I blinked? Did you 
ever get up at five o'clock in the morn- 
ing and watch the sun come up? 

If you ever did, you know just how 
I felt. All full of awe and appreciation. 
The only difference was that a sunrise 
rarely makes your ticker race. My heart 
was doing a wicked double-time. This 
girl had everything! 

She was brown like an Indian, the 
brown that is flushed with red under- 
neath. She had long, curly, black hair 
that caressed her shoulders. Her eyes 
were brown, smouldering with some 
restless thing, some bright, hectic qual- 


Now Clint’s life is divided into two parts: what 


happened before he betrayed Clare. and what 


has happened since. Now he knows what true 


love is. and how much heartache a meaning- 


less thrill can cost. 





the state. Rivalry had been built up to a 
tremendous pitch and I, like the rest of 
the home team, had a do-or-die spirit 
about this game. 

It turned out to be a neck and neck 
battle all the way until seconds before 
the end when, with the score tied, I sent 
a beauty of a shot looping up from half- 
way down the court into our basket for 
a split second win. 

Pandemonium broke loose in the huge 
gymnasium. You would have thought I 
had rescued three old maids and ten 
crippled children from a_ fire-gutted 
tenement. My team-mates hoisted me on 
their shoulders and paraded me around 
the gym. 

Following the game, there was the 
usual good-will party for members of 
both teams, their girls and the rooters. 
The out-of-towners, good sports, to be 
sure, could hardly conceal their chagrin 
over the upset. But they tried. Dick 
Linke, the captain of the visiting team, 
walked over to me in the middle of the 
festivities to congratulate me and my 
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ity. Her features were as perfect as any 
I'd ever seen. She was slim and sophis- 
ticated—a cover girl come to life. 

I’m afraid I acted the fool when her 
eyes caught mine and held my gaze in 
a manner almost mockingly challenging, 
invitingly daring. An unspoken message 
communicated itself between us. Perhaps 
I was telling her that she was so beauti- 
ful that I would like to be her slave. Per- 
haps it was her reply that she would like 
to be my torturer and lover. She looked 
about eighteen then. But in the next 
three years I was to find out that she 
was, in experience and instinct of love, 
as old as time. 

Dick looked at first a bit resentful, 
then amused at my embarrassingly ob- 
vious interest in his companion. As for 
me, I hardly heard his gracious words 
about the game. Snapping out of my 
trance, I began thanking him mechan- 
ically for his praise. My eyes still wan- 
dered furtively in the girl’s direction. 
Finally, just when I thought he was go- 
ing to take her away without introduc- 





ing her, Dick said courteously : 

“Clint, this is Joan Daniels.” 

Joan smiled sweetly, the daring stil 
in her eyes. 

“Nice to meet you, Clint,” she said 
“T hope I'll have a chance to dance with 
the hero of the evening.” 

I composed myself enough to murmy 
a polite response. Dick looked annoyed, 

“Let’s go, Joan,” he said. 

Jenny, the girl I’d been talking with, 
watched them as they walked away. 

“Some dream boat,” she commented 
sarcastically. 

I scarcely heard what Jenny said, | 
was in a trance. I walked away from 
Jenny, telling her I wanted to find on 
of my buddies on the team. Actually, | 
was following the dreamboat. 

I didn’t see Joan and Dick anywhere. 








I moved into a small knot of the students 
who were gathered around Jerry Karp, 
the captain of our team. Jerry motioned 
to me wildly, took me aside. 

“Hey, lover man,” he began enthusias- 
tically, “Did you see. . .?” 

“Did I see her?” I interrupted him. 
“I don’t know whether I did or not. | 
don’t know whether she was for real.” 

Jerry laughed. 

“You knew what I meant right away. 
huh kid?” he teased me. “Tell you what. 
I was talking with a couple of the boys 
on the team. We were saying it would 
really add insult to injury if you were 
to take her away from Dick. You know 
how high and mighty the ex-champs 
have been about whipping everyone 
around the state in basketball. Now 
we've taken their title away, wouldn't it 
be kicks if you could take their cap 
tain’s girl. 

“Why me?” | asked, inwardly flat- 
tered. 

Jerry grinned. “Don’t be modest, 
Clint. You (Continued on Page 70) 
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She'd been brought up, since childhood, 
to respect and honor the moral code, but 
she promised to wait for him until he 
was discharged. After she heard from his 
folk about his tragic death, she regretted 
that she hadn’t given in to him. At least 
she would have had something to hold on 
to—something to fill the emptiness in her 
heart. 

That was ten years ago, and somehow, 
the pattern of her romantic life had not 
changed since. Oh, she had plenty of ad- 
mirers. and there was a date every Sat- 
urday night, but the bachelors she went 
out with were no more nor less than 
scandalous wolves intent on only one 
thing—seduction! 

But Helen Brooks would have nothing 
of illicit love affairs. She knew that they 
only led to disgrace, and dishonor and 
sometimes—suicide. 

After months of evading the amorous 
passes of her dates. she became recon- 
ciled to the fact that she’d remain a 
spinster the rest of her life. Then, one 
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Sunday afternoon, at the local art mu- 
‘gum, she met Robert Hunter. He was a 
] stranger to her. but they’d both been 
ing at one of Corot’s masterful paint- 
zs of a woodland scene. 

“That man certainly knew how to paint 


trees!” said the young man to her, en- 


thused over the painting and oblivious of 
the fact that he did not know her. Helen 
was also enveloped in artistic wonder. 

“Oh, it’s so beautiful! It looks so real 
—I feel as though I could lie down under 
that big tree, and go to sleep.” 

In the next ten minutes, the stranger 
had explained many details of the paint- 
ing to her—the artist’s trials and tribula- 
tions as a young artist, his years of study 
to achieve the proper technique, and other 
interesting information about the master- 
piece they were both gazing upon. 

Helen Brooks had never had a more 
enjoyable afternoon. As they were leaving 
the museum, the young man, who intro- 
duced himself as Robert Hunter, invited 
her to have an ice cream soda with him. 

“Unless, of course, you’d rather have 
something stronger—a drink perhaps?” 

“No, a soda will be fine. I haven’t had 
one in ever so long.” He drove her home 
after that, and he promised to call her 
the following Sunday for another visit to 
the art museum. But promises are easily 
broken, and when Sunday came and went, 
Helen hegan to believe in the fickle ways 
of all men. 

The next night, she received the shock 
of her life on turning a page of the local 
newspaper. There—big as life, was a 
vhoto of Robert Hunter staring her in the 
face! He was lying on a hospital bed. The 
accompanying story told of one Robert 
Hunter walking along the street the day 


How To Trap A Bachelor 


(Continued from Page 17) 


before—Sunday, and as he turned a cor- 
ner, he saw a child dart into the middle 
of the street—in the path of an oncoming 
automobile. Oblivious of his own danger, 
Robert Hunter dashed toward the child, 
picked it up, tossed the child aside harm- 
lessly, but not until he sustained severe 
injuries himself. 

Helen Brooks’s heart melted within her. 
She silently reproached herself for all the 
unkind thoughts she had about Robert 
Hunter. The next day, during her lunch 
hour, she went into a book shop and pur- 
chased two books about a famous French 
artist—Corot! If there was the slightest 
idea in the back of her mind that was not 
exactly honorable, one could not honestly 
condemn her for what she was about to 
do. You must remember that Helen 
Brooks wasn’t getting any younger, and 
she was sure she’d met the man she loved. 

Robert was glad to see her—you could 
tell that right away. He’d had a lonely 
time of it, ever since the reporter and the 
photographer had come and gone, and the 
rescued child’s parents had thanked him 
for his bravery, and had long since de- 
parted. The appearance of Helen Brooks 
in his hospital room gave him just the 
lift he needed. 

“Helen—gosh, I didn’t expect you'd 
speak to me again—not after I'd broken 
our date. Well, it wasn’t exactly a date— 
was it? But I did mean to see you Sun- 
day. Matter of fact I was on my way to 
the museum. I had parked my car. and 
I'd crossed the street and I was about to 
turn the corner when I saw this kid . . . 
but I guess you read all about it, Helen. 


Seeing the man she loved, on his bed of 
pain, smiling and cheerful in spite of ev- 
erything, she would have burst into tears 
had not a nurse come into the room to 
take his temperature. When she’d gone, 
Helen, with a slight sense of guilt, un- 
wrapped the package she had brought 
with her, and handed the two volumes to 
the patient. 

She could see the quick look of pleas- 
ure on his face, and in that moment, her 
face flushed scarlet. Would he guess her 
motive? But no—all she heard was his 
sincere, appreciative words, 

“Just the thing I needed while I’m 
trapped here in this room. Now I can read 
more about my favorite painter, and when 
we see the exhibition again, I'll have all 
the facts.” 

It was the word, “trapped” that 
clutched at the heart of Heien Brooks. 
Strange, that he should use that word, she 
thought—when that was exactly what she 
was planning to do—“trap” him as a like- 
ly marital prospect! But she felt better 
when she saw his smiling face and felt 

(Continued on Page 82) 
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Men can’t resist a lovely complex- 
ion! So, start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
see your dull, dark, drab-looking 
skin take on a lighter, brighter, 
smoother, softer look. Its bleach- 
ing action works effectively inside 
your skin. Modern science knows 
of no faster way of lightening skin. 
Try it—today! 
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(7 HO IS MY DREAM MAN? Who 
would be the ideal man for a happy 
and successful marriage? I have been 
asked these questions so often and by so 
many people during the last few years 
that | have begun to think seriously 
about the subject myself. After four 
marriages and the same number of di- 
vorces, | may not be considered an au- 
thority on that subject but I have ideas 
and ideals when it comes to men. 
Despite my matrimonial failures, I am 





Dinah Washington likes Frank 
Sinatra because of his voice 
ind courage. “He moves me.” 


Detroit hotel operator John 
White, according to Dinah, “is 
a superb host.” 


not disillusioned about men. | still have 
a lot of faith in men but seriously doubt 
now that this will ever lead me to try 
marriage the fifth time. I am a great 
observer of humanity and like to feel 
that I can detect a man of character and 
quality when I see one. I’ve seen and met 
a few in my lifetime. Knowing them 
has given me pleasure and rewards be- 
yond description. Each of them I admire 
for different qualities. 
ideal man would be a composite of all of 


I suppose my 


them. 

The men I am discussing here | list in 
no particular order. They all rate very 
high in my estimation and stand at the 
very top of the select group of men I 
consider tops for various reasons. 

First of all there is my father, Ollie 
Jones, who now lives in Chicago. We 
have a wonderful understanding now 
and a genuine respect for each other. 
It wasn’t always like that, though. We 
weren't always as close as we are now. 


attractive men.” 





Hollywood star Richard Egan 
is “one of Hollywood’s most 





Like many fathers he did not fully un- 
derstand me, his daughter, when I was 
a child, and made a few mistakes which 
he has since striven to correct. He has 
shown himself to be a big-hearted, gen. 
erous and affectionate father whom | 
will always love and admire. 

I love and admire my kid brother, 
Harold Jones. He has brought me un- 
told pride and satisfaction. He is 19 
now and full of ambition and talent. He 
is a pre-law student at Crane Junior 
College in Chicago. I want him to go far 
and I think he will. I admire him for his 
mental attainments as well as for his 
character. He is a Sunday school super- 
visor, which shows that his heart and 
spirit are in the right place. Well-be- 
haved and courteous, he has never given 
our family any trouble and has been a 
model son all his life. 

One of my favorite personalities in 
show business is Melvin “Slappy” White. 
He occupys a whole chapter in my ad- 





Dinah says her booking agent, 
Joe Glaser, “drives me hard 
and gets results.” 
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miration book, because he is so charm- 
ing, sweet, energetic, and perpetually 
happy. He is a great hustler and I ad- 
mire a man who can hustle. “Slappy” 
has that get-up-and-go, go out and get 
‘em spirit which I love. He has the kind 
of aggressiveness which my ideal man 
must have. We have been professionally 
associated for 13 years and never had 
a misunderstanding or harsh word. 

A man who is talented and at the same 
time modest will always get my vote, has 
a better chance of capturing my heart 
and admiration. Such a man is 23-year- 
old Quincy Jones, one of the most bril- 
liant musical arrangers in popular music 
today, and one of my closest friends and 
collaborators. He has youth, talent, 
freshness of viewpoint, imagination, and 
alovely charm all his own. His beautiful 
He is 
now my chief arranger and scored all 
of my big numbers of the last three years 


. such as “Birth Of The Blues” 


arrangements always move me. 


and 





Emperor Haile Selassie is a 
surprising entry. “He is a man 
of courage and great dignity.” 





“) like Perry Como,” 
says, “because he’s sincere and 
sweet and sings like an angel.” 


“If It’s The Last Thing I Do.” Music 
naturally plays a big part in my life and 
I admire a man who can produce it for 
me in a style that I can appreciate. 
Quincy Jones is head man in that de- 
partment. 

A man, to earn my respect and ad- 
miration, must be a true gentleman. | 
have met a few gentlemen in my life and 
treasure their friendship. 

John White. the successful Detroit 
hotel man, is a superb host who always 
makes me feel at home. He’s got a great 
business brain and is also a charming 
gentleman. I have respect for him be- 
cause he built the Gotham Hotel into a 
successful institution and made it the 
finest Negro hotel in the country! A 
credit to Negro business, he is a mar- 
velous combination of good humor, 
talent and aggressiveness. 

Aggressiveness is a very important 
quality that I think the ideal man must 


»0ssess. Joe Glaser, my booking agent, 
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WEAN By Dinah Washington 


has it in abundance. He drives hard and 
gets results. He has an emphatic, vigor- 
ous personality. He has made more stars 
than probably any other agent in show 
business. I consider him the greatest 
impresario in the entertainment industry. 

I never fail to be moved by the great 
Duke Ellington, one of the immortals of 
jazz and a very great American. In years 
to come he will be classed with the great- 
est composers (Continued on Page 49) 





Associate Melvin (Slappy) 
W hite “is so charming, sweet, 
energetic and happy.” 


Duke” — 
Duke Ellington—because “his 
talent is a thing of beauty ...” 
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This teacher resented being called 
“‘old-fashioned” by the kids. And 
when she tried to prove she wasn’t, 
she really blew off the lid! 


OU PROBABLY READ about me in the news- 

papers. If you didn’t (and it seemed to me at 
the time that everybody did), there were hideous 
headlines like these: 

‘“‘MIDDLE-AGED TEACHER CORRUPTS 
YOUTH.” 

“WILD SEX ORGY IN TEACHER’S APART- 
MENT.” 

And beneath such headlines were sensational 
stories. 

Up until the time I read them, and got a new 
perspective, I’d never thought of myself, nor of my 
activities, in the way they were described. Oh, | 
knew that I was doing wrong. | have to admit that. 
I must have known, too, that I would be caught 
someday; but, I became too hopelessly involved to 
do anything but drift, drift, drift. 

Now, of course, I’m fully aware that this isn’t a 
pretty story. I tell it here for one reason only: | 
want to warn other women away from making the 
easy little mistakes that can lead to completely 
ruined lives. 

I guess I’d better start at the beginning, if I’m 
going to be of any real help. In that way, you can 
see how easily, and innocently, | got myself trapped. 

I was one of four daughters, second from the 
youngest, but not the baby long enough to get 
spoiled. My father was an executive at an insurance 
company branch office. Mother had no time to do 
anything except care for us children and run the 
household. 

I was the plain girl of the family. Not an ugly 
duckling, but decidedly fourth in a group of four 
when it came to looks. 

I sensed this while quite young and to compen- 
sate, I decided to beat my sisters in school and else- 
where where it took “moxie” to get ahead. 

I received my reward each time father signed my 
report card and said, with a chuckle of approval: 

“Helen’s the one with the brains in this family.” 

This sort of praise (Continued on Page 60) 





| He took me into his arms and kissed me 
| in a way that I hadn’t known teenagers 

® could kiss. Indeed, in a way | hadn’t known 
' people kissed. 














what happened to 
BILL KENNY? 


Once the world-renowned leader of the Ink Spots, 
Bill Kenny has been trying to rebuild his fame as 
It appears, now, that he will succeed. 


a single. 


T HERE’RE A LOT OF PEOPLE who 
know him who think the biggest mis- 
take Bill Kenny ever made was when he 
broke up his version of the singing Ink 
pots Quartette to go as a single. 
hey say that in this attempt to fol- 
ow in the successful footsteps of his con- 
temporary, Nat (King) Cole, Kenny 
the brink 
finally fell over. 


teetered on of failure and 
‘He’s through,” they said regretfully, 

for during 1955, one seldom heard much 
ibout the tall, Baltimore-born fashion 
plate whose inimitable style of singing 
been copied more than any other 

iale of his era. The word got around 

that Kenny had gotten rich and lazy and 
wanted to call his singing shots; that he 
vas tired of the night clubs and would 
like nothing better than to spend the rest 
f his life in easy living. There were 

ther reasons advanced, among them the 

theory that Kenny, listening to his wife. 
\udrey, instead of going along with his 





By DAN BURLEY 


managers and agents, may have over- 
stepped himself in his fateful decision 
to go for himself and has wound up be- 
hind the eight-ball. 

Whatever it was, the fact is plain that 
Kenny seemed “nowhere” in regards to 
night club bookings, television appear- 
ances and recordings. He hasn’t had a 
hit record for nearly four years. He is 
occasionally booked into clubs in Las 
Vegas, but hasn’t been seen on a national 
TV hookup since Lord knows when. 

One columnist sums it up this way: 
“Bill Kenny just isn’t hungry any more. 
He’s getting real fat; his jaws are filling 
out and eating high on the hog as he’s 
doing now, the fight has been taken out 
of him. He doesn’t want anything.” 

He could be right, that is, with reser- 
vations which will be presently dis- 
cussed. 

There’s no doubt that Kenny must be 
tired for his climb to the top and subse- 
quent holding of his lofty perch against 


his enemies is one of the big stories of 
Negro show business. 

It’s been more than 14 years since the 
song, If I Didn't Care, skyrocketed Ken- 
ny to worldwide renown after he record- 
ed it with the group he joined in 1940 as 
a replacement for one of the original 
members who had quit. From that night 
at the Apollo Theater in Harlem. Kenny 
demonstrated born leadership in a loose- 
ly organized group that was started on 
an Indianapolis street corner in 1936 
and was characterized by its carefree, 
happy-go-lucky way of handling its busi- 
ness problems. 

To Broadway booking agents and 
theater managers, the Four Ink Spots 
were just another slap-happy group of 
Negro singers that were adept in the 
tooth-showing, eyeball-rolling demanded 
by white audiences at the Cotton Club, 
the Paramount Theater and elsewhere. 
They were of a pattern, the colored en- 


tertainers of the time. It was unthink- 
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able for Negro performers to appear in 
conservative attire and the Ink Spots 
wore outlandish costumes, among them 
a change of dress that featured full Red 
Caps uniform. 

Their songs were in keeping with their 
clothes and the effervescent Deek Wat- 
sn, Charlie Fuqua, Hoppy Jones and 
Kenny won wide popularity with their 
antics and ad lib remarks like “shoot 
the likker to me, Brown Boy,” tunes that 
discussed barbecued spareribs, neck- 
hones, sweet potatoes and the rest of 
the stereotypes. 

But Kenny had ideas. “Ever since | 
joined them,” he says today. “I wanted 
to get away from that kind of stuff. We 
were nothing but clowns and were no 
credit to our people at all at a time when 
we as Negroes needed to change the 
opinion of the white folks and to show 
them that not all of us are watermelon 
eaters, chicken thieves and sex-mad 
monkeys. 

“When I first started talking about 
getting some new routines and songs, 
the guys almost took my head off. Then 
Hoppy. God bless him, started thinking 
the way I did. One day he came to my 
room and said, ‘Say, Bill, let’s do some- 
thing on the lines you’re talking about. 
I'm getting tired of acting the ape.’ ” 

Kenny says it took a long time and a 
lot of persuading before Watson and 
Fuqua went along with the idea. Their 
agent, Moe Gale, wasn’t too sure about 
it, either, feeling that if the boys changed 
their act that radically, it might affect 
their bookings and the big money they 
were getting. 

Nevertheless, Kenny’s wishes 
vailed and instead of the loud colored 
outfits they were wearing, the Ink Spots 
switched to snow white formal attire 
with white sports suits as a change. 

“I told them people wanted to hear 
songs about love with which they could 
identify themselves, but here again,” 
Kenny recalls, “I ran into some stiff 
opposition. Fuqua and Deek in particu- 
lar were dead set against it. They were 
scared that if we changed the type of 
songs we were doing, we'd all wind up 
in the poorhouse. Those who can re- 
member us in those days will remember 
we were singing the so-called ‘hot’ type 
of tune, novelties and jump numbers 
with a lot of crazy words for lyrics. You 
know, things on the order of Slim and 
Slam’s Flat Foot Floogie, | Want Some 
Seafood, Mama, and the like.” 


pre- 


Kenny says somebody brought him 
the songs, /f | Didn’t Care and Address 
Unknown, among others. Under his in- 
spired direction, the quartet diligently 
rehearsed a brand new conception of 
singing in which Hoppy Jones utilized 
his deep bass voice to “talk” the lyrics 
over a humming in unison background 
of the other three with Kenny, of course, 
handling the high tenor parts. The 
Decca Records of these and other songs 
sold millions of copies and the new 
styling was acclaimed by hysterical audi- 
ences at the Apollo in Harlem, the 
Royal in Baltimore, the Howard in 
Washington, the Paradise in Detroit and 
the Regal Theater in Chicago. 

When the conservatively 
dressed group made its first appearance 
in its new role at the Apollo, it was en- 
cored so much that the stagehands were 
forced to close the curtains after each 
performance while thousands still yelled 


smartly 


for more. 

“It was the same everywhere we 
went,” Kenny reminisces. “Negroes 
liked us right off because we had the 
courage to quit being Uncle Toms on 
the stage and to look and act like repre- 
sentative entertainers.” 

They were hailed everywhere they 
went and gradually the boys began 
looking on Bill Kenny as their leader, 
especially when Hoppy Jones took ill 
and began fading. 

“It was Hoppy who encouraged me to 
take over,” Bill says. “He knew that the 
changes I had urged them to make had 
put us in the class of the Mills Brothers 
and that as long as we kept going that 
way, we'd still be in business.” 

But Hoppy died and Kenny found 
himself boss of his own outfit and having 
to replace Fuqua temporarily while the 
guitarist was in the Army. Deek Wat- 
son, meanwhile, rebelled at not being 
dance and make his 


able to clown, 


famous ad lib remarks and after a 
quarrel, pulled out and organized his 
own Deek Watson and His Brown Dots. 
This group didn’t last long, even though 
ii was owned and booked by Moe Gale 
who also booked the Ink Spots led by 
Kenny who by now had a brand new 
group. 

Meanwhile, the money rolled in and 
Kenny took pride in the fact that not 
only was he the most widely imitated 
singer in show business, but that he was 
the first of the new generation of Negro 
singers to sing love songs while wearing 


full dress clothes in white night clubs. 

Before that, it was a “gentleman’s 
agreement” among theater operators and 
night club owners that no Negro males 
“dressed like our best white men” were 
to be allowed to sing love songs unless 
they were in outlandish costumes or in 
burlesque clothes. This same “unwritten 
law” also applied to Negro women sing- 
ers and even the great ones like Ethel 
Waters, Aida Brown and others ap- 
peared at the lilywhite Cotton Club and 
elsewhere with bandanna handkerchiefs 
wrapped about their heads. 

In no time at all, it seemed, Bill Kenny 
became the most famous singer of popu- 
lar songs of the era. In booking offices 
he also won grudging admiration as a 
hard-headed businessman who was per- 
haps too self conscious and defensive of 
his race, but who, nevertheless, was not 
of the playful trusting “Let George do 
it” school of colored entertainers around 
him who were being robbed blind by 
agents, managers, public relations people 
and lawyers. 

He slipped easily into the role of 
“Mister Ink Spot” as a position destiny 
had set aside for him. As boss, he picked 
with unerring instinct the songs best 
suited for him and his group. He ac- 
cepted or rejected the bookings offered, 
selecting engagements that breathed both 
class and big money in his ambition to 
maintain the high standards he had set 
for the Ink Spots. 

Charlie Fuqua’s return to the outfit 
spelled trouble. With Hoppy and Deek 
gone, the valuable name, Ink Spots, was 
a dually owned theatrical commodity 
over which open warfare between him 
and Fuqua was to sizzle into a nationally 
publicized controversy and to wind up 
in bitter wrangling in open court. 
Fuqua, of course, had heard what had 
been happening with the singers while 
he was in the army and was conscious of 
his equity in the group. 

He was more determined than ever to 
change the format for a return to the 
old style which he had helped fashion 
as an original member of the unit. He 
was resolved to challenge Kenny’s lead- 
ership on the ground that he, after all, 
was the real owner of the title to the 
group and that Kenny was actually a 
usurper who, while exercising a regency 
control of things, had overplayed his 
hand in taking over entirely. 

Agent Gale, alarmed at the things 
going on with (Continued on Page 50) 
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HIS WAS A TERRIBLY COLD and mes- 
sy night in Harlem. 

As I walked home from a night class at 
City College, a cutting wind slashed at my 
clothes, face and legs like many knives with 
icicle blades. On the wings of the wind came 
a storm of snow that all but took my breath 
away, cloaked me in cold white, and made me 
blink my eyes for little fractions of sight that 
would guide me home. Every time I inhaled, I 
sniffed. Talk about being out on a miserable 
night—I was out, and this was it! 

Looking back now, I can connect two in- 
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cidents, and there seems to be a strange fitting 
there. One, of course, was my trip home in 
the nasty weather I’ve mentioned. The other 
was the nightmarish thing that happened at 
home. This was a thing so terrible that, after- 
ward, I wished I’d never reached our apart- 
ment building, that instead I’d gotten lost in 
the storm and kept on walking . . . 

But, of course, I didn’t get lost. I made it 
home to the warm apartment where I lived 
with my mother and father. I was glad to be 
home, too. It had been a rough day all around. 

Class had been tough. We had an ex- 
amination in Real Estate Law and although 
I'd studied hard, I couldn’t pull the right an- 
swers out of my mind. I remember now that 
as I labored over a tough question I thought: 
“This isn’t my day.” I didn’t realize at the 
time how much it wasn’t. 

It’s a funny thing how, after tragedy strikes, 
you can reconstruct every little moment lead- 
ing up to it. That's how it is with me. I re- 
member now—my whole day and almost 
everything that happened seems, now, to point 








































































































































































































































































































to something terrible happening before 
it had ended and merged into tomorrow. 

This was one of those days when 
everything seems to go wrong. But you 
don’t let it get you down. You get ir- 
ritated, maybe you curse a little to your- 
self, but you go on, trying to make 
things click. You put a dime in a coffee 
machine and the cup falls upside down. 
You rip and race and you just miss the 
subway train you want to catch. You 
want to paint your lips and you discover 
that you forgot to bring your lipstick. 
You want to buy a three-cent stamp and 
you scrounge around in your purse and 


come up with a $5 bill. 






the truth. I talked about going to col- 
lege, working in an insurance office, 
taking a good hot bath—and you prob- 
ably got the impression that I come from 
a loving home. 

I wish I didn’t have to admit it, but 
the truth is that ours was a pretty 
strange sort of existence. 

My mother was the sweetest little 
woman alive. She was class. She never 
goofed. Her weakness was love. When 
she was just a high school girl down in 
Virginia, she had fallen in love with the 
man who was to become my father. 
Mother believed in all that malarkey 
about being true to the man you love. 


Jenny hated men because her drunken bum of a father had 


She 


mistreated her mother. 


thought she was getting even 


for the dirt her father had done when she made men pay for 


her love. 


| remember now: that was the kind 
of day it had been for me. 

Yet, home and in bed, I never gave it 
a thought. I quickly fell asleep. Deep. 
Sound. No dreams. This was the kind 
of peaceful sleep that comes from ex- 
haustion. Normally this kind of sleep 
makes you feel so good in the morning. 
You get up and you’re rested and you’ve 
forgotten the fatigue and irritations of 
yesterday. You feel like you can lick the 
whole world with one hand tied behind 
your back. 

| was gypped. I never got a chance to 
see if I could lick the world. 

In the still, dark of the night, I was 
awakened by the horrible screams of my 
mother. 

Somewhere in my subconscious I 
heard the screams and knew what they 
were before I was fully awake. Involun- 
tarily, | recoiled and leapt up in bed, 
scared to death. Mother screamed again, 
and | was terrified. I blinked at the 
darkness, trying to clear my mind. | 
snapped on the light beside my bed, 
blinked again as the light popped into 
my eyes. And then I knew what was hap- 
pening: 

Father was drunk and he was beating 
Mother. 

Up to now, I imagine you thought | 
lived in a good home. I said the apart- 
ment building was warm. It was. That’s 
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She just naturally was the kind who 
stuck to a guy through thick and thin. 
She stuck to father even though he got 
caught up in the fast life after we moved 
to New York. She stuck to him because 
she had made a solemn promise, before 
a preacher, the day they got married. 
Mother wasn’t the kind to go back on a 
promise. 

In the beginning, my father was a 
pretty good guy. He was a railroad man 
and he worked hard at his job. I was 
his only child, and he loved me, just as 
he loved mother. I can remember the 
time we moved to New York. 
about 10 and father argued mother into 
moving. She was satisfied with Virginia, 
but he said jobs were better in New 
York. He said living was better. And he 
said he didn’t want me to get all of my 
education in Jim Crow schools. 

When he said that, mother gave in 
and we made the move. We found this 
apartment in Harlem and, for quite a 
long time, we were one happy threesome. 
The truth is, everything was fine up to 
my senior year in high school. But, 

then, Father started drinking. He started 
staying out late. He’d tell Mother that 
he was out with the boys, just having in- 
nocent fun. But I found out that Father 
had another woman on the side. Mother 


I was 


found it out, too. When she mentioned 
it to him one night, after he came home 


high, they got into a terrible argumen 
Father beat her for the first time. 


I was terribly upset, and Mother wa 
shocked. But, somehow, she found , 
way to blame herself—she said she proh 
ably hadn’t been affectionate enough 
and when Father apologized, promising 
never to hit her again, she forgave him 

For a month or so, Father was a mod. 
el husband. Then it happened again 
with the same ritual afterward. Then ji 


happened again. Finally Mother seemed 
to steel herself for the nights when hy 
would come home and, at the least ques 
tion about where he’d been and wha 
he’d been doing, fly into a rage. Mother 
took it like a docile little lamb. | 
couldn’t understand it. I tried to cop. 
vince her that it was foolish. But sh 
wouldn’t listen. She kept telling me— 
and hoping—that things would turn out 
all right. She believed that stuff about 
a man getting foolish in middle age. 
She believed that if she could onl 
weather the storm, it would be blu 
skies from then on. I remember once | 
was talking to her about it and she said, 
“It could be worse, Jenny. After all, he's 
still bringing me money and he pays the 
rent. We aren’t doing so badly. That 
proves that he isn’t all bad. If I can 
just hold out . . .” 

I asked, “How long do you think it’! 
take?” 

Mother said: “I don’t know, Jenny. 
But I intend to stick it out.” 

I said: “Do you know what [ think, 
Mother?” 

“Yes. I know.” 

“That’s right. I think you’re a fool.” 

Mother looked at me through misty 
eyes and said, “You’re young, Jenny. 
You couldn’t understand yet. If I lef 








John now, he’d be lost for good. This 
way is rough—but I might save him. 
You just don’t throw away so many 
years of marriage because things are 
rugged now.” 

Of course, | was young and that phi- 
losophy sounded foolish to me. | 
couldn’t imagine myself staying with a 
man that used his fists on me. Yet there 
wasn’t anything I could do—or so ii 
seemed to me. Perhaps the trouble was 
that I was too busy thinking about my: 
self, and what I wanted to do, to really 
do something sensible—like call the cops 
to Father. 
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As I sat there on the edge of the bed. 
listening to Mother’s screams, hearing 
the sound (Continued on Page 76! 
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She was a high-tension kid who’d been trapped in her own RL 





web. But she had one more play. She’d get a husband— 


not by love, but by blackmail, with somebody else’s babyas 


A‘ THIS VERY MINUTE, I suppose 
a lot of people are searching the city 
for me. Of one thing I’m certain. I’m 
perhaps the most talked-about girl in 
New York. Why wouldn’t I be—with 
all those screaming headlines? Funny 
how calm I was about the whole sordid 
mess until last night when I realized the 
full import of what I’ve done—last night 
when I frantically packed up a few 
clothes and ran away from my home in 
Brooklyn—to come and hole up in this 
seedy, little, out of the way hotel. 

I know my mother is just about out of 
her mind and that father is wearing that 
tired, worried look. I know the whole 
crowd is having a gossip fest by tele- 
phone and otherwise and that all the 
people around town in show business 
really have something to talk about and 
speculate on. 

For the one hundredth time, since | 
picked up the AMSTERDAM NEWS 
last night, I scan the bold, black head- 
line and feel cold shudders coursing my 
spine. “CHARGES FAMED SINGER 
FATHER OF BABY.” Wherever Sonny 
Carver is today, I’m sure he’s heard by 
now how I’ve dragged his name through 





the mud. What he won’t realize is that 
I'd give my life at this moment to take 
it all back. For, I’ve learned too late 
that you can’t throw mud on someon 
else without spattering some of it all over 
yourself. If he hates me for the rest ¢ 
my life, how can I blame him? 

But crying over spattered mud isn 
going to help the situation a bit. 
question is—where do I go from here? 
What do I do now? How do I makei 
up to someone whose life and caree 
I’ve tried so hard to wreck? How co 
I have sunk so low, become so desperate 
as to get myself and the man I tral 
love into a position like this? 

As I think about all the circumstance 
which lead up to this position, I reali 
that I thought | was justified. But the 
cold, clear facts, now that I’ve done thi 
horrible thing, are as damning as 
bloodstain on a murder knife. 

I can sum up the malignant disea 
with which I’ve become infected in thre 
significant words—show business fever 

Know what that means? Well, if 
you're a parent with a young daughter 
or even a son—it would be best for ye 
to find out. For, although my story is 
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an extreme one, I can tell you right now 
that there are hundreds of youngsters 
who have what I call show business fever 

-and they’ve got it bad and, take it 
from me, that ain’t good. 

When I talk about show business 
fever, I’m not speaking of that healthy, 
normal enthusiasm for show business 
idols which teen-agers exhibit and which 
helps to make big stars and keep them 
big. There’s nothing in the world wrong 
with that kind of feeling. 

No, I’m speaking of that small per- 
centage of youngsters who are so car- 
ried away with what they see as the 
glamor and sparkle of show business 
that they want to become a part of it— 
not as performers, contributing a talent 
to the theatrical world and the public, 
but as hangers-on, members of the palace 
guard, kids who are in the know, who 
want to be seen with this celebrity or 
that one—who want to brag and boast 
of their romantic involvements with 
folks in the public eye. 

There’s nothing wrong with the girl 
who wants to collect an autograph or 
two—until she begins thinking of col- 
lecting something more personal and 
what seems to be more precious—atten- 
tion behind closed doors from someone 
who lives in the limelight. 

I’ve had show business fever ever 
since I was fourteen. 

Mine started out with the autograph 
craze. And now it looks very much like 
it’s going to end up in a pretty miserable 
way. But, anyway, here’s how the whole 
thing came about... . 

Like | said, at fourteen, I was a celeb- 
rity-chaser, an autograph hound, one of 
those high-tension kids who make up the 
kind of howling, squealing mobs which 
rip off the clothes of bobby-sox idols 
when they are en route from street to 
dressing room. | had a fabulous collec- 
tion of records for a kid my age—but 
then I was pretty fabulous for my age. 

Dad’s friends, who came to visit us, 
especially his men friends, often threw 
furtive, wondering glances in my direc- 
tion. They were impressed, I knew, be- 
cause | was one of the most outstanding 
fourteen-year-olds you’d want to meet— 
from a physical standpoint. I was ma- 
tured physically far beyond my tender 
years and | also had the advantage of a 
pretty, innocent-appearing face. Every- 
thing would have been all right, I sup- 
pose, if it hadn’t been for the fact that 
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From the depths of sin, sickness and despair 






. from a quagmire of hopelessness 







she found true love. 








she could keepit .. . 






my emotional growth was way ahead of 
my age also. For instance, at fourteen, 
I swore I knew all there was to know 
about sex and love. I was sophisticated 
enough to realize that my attractiveness 
disturbed men and boys who came 
around me and made the men feel guilty 
because a girl so young had aroused 
such feelings inside of them. 

The attention I got from males and 
the remarks I heard—some intended for 
my ears and others not—about my looks 
and shape—made me pretty vain and | 
did everything I could get away with to 
underline those characteristic about me 
which seemed to cause comment. 

I was in a state of constant warfare 
with Dad about “growing up so fast.” 
Of course, there was nothing he could do 
about the alarmingly fast ripening of my 
body, but he did try to restrain me from 
dressing like a woman instead of a little 
teen-ager. Mother, however, always went 
to bat for me—so high-heeled shoes, lip- 
stick, mascara and the kind of clothes, 
sweaters and skirts which did the most to 
give me the seductive look—all became 
part of my daily routine. Dad grumbled 
and shelled out a small fortune, fulfilling 
my demands. 

“You watch, mother.” he’d warn. 
“Joan will break your heart one of these 
days.” 

Mother always smiled. Her theory 
was that you kept a daughter’s love by 
giving in to her every whim. 

Another thing Mother and Dad always 
fought about—with Mom winning for 
me all the time—was my insistence on 
going to every show where one of the 
“names” was to be featured—and to 
every dance. I traveled with a “pack of 
girls” as Dad called them and there was 
an intense competition among us to see 
who could persuade the greatest number 
of fellows to take them to the greatest 
number of affairs. I had very little 
trouble because I was easily the most 
sought-after girl in the crowd. 


She hoped desperately that 





My greatest teen-age triumph—whe 
I was sixteen—four years ago—was m 
affair with the tenor man in one o 
America’s most famous jazz bands. H 
was young, handsome, free-spending 
and married. The latter fact didn 
bother me at all, for I had the deeply 
imbedded conviction that no one in sho 
business really cared about the wives or 
sweethearts they’d left back home. | 
I had followed this theory out to its 
logical conclusion, I certainly would 
have had sense enough not to want to 
ensnare a show business po 
But, I was young and wild and not think: 
ing about marriage as much as | was 
thinking about “having a ball.” 

I'll call my tenor man Jim. At thé 
time I met him, he was riding the pop} 
ularity crest. He’d just recently joined 
the band and was featured on a to 
record, playing a real crazy solo for al 
most the whole length of the “side’ 
The band was in the Apollo Theatre and 
with some of the members of my “pack, 
I cut school opening day to catch thé 
show. When the master of ceremonies 
announced the popular tune and intro 
duced Jim, I saw a tall, slim, light, good 
looking fellow with wavy hair step t 
the mike. A great squeal of approval 
went out from the audience, but I was 
silent with ecstasy for minutes. Then, | 
turned to my closest “running buddy’ 
Sarah. 

“That’s for me, girl,” I declared wit 
fervor. 

“Yeah,” she said scornfully. 

“Bet?” I demanded. 

Sarah was a bit hesitant because st 
knew how bold I was about getting the 
things I wanted. But she came bac 
after thinking it over. 

“Yeah, bet.” 

Near the end of the show, on preten 
of going to the ladies’ room, Sarah a 
I excused ourselves from the crowd 4 
(Continued on Page 6 
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By 


James Goodrich 


ILT BUCKNER has recorded for 
Capitol an album of jazz organ 
tunes that may be the finest collection of 
its kind ever pressed on wax. Labeled 
“Rockin’ With Milt,” the album has the 
roly poly instrumental star making 
melodic music as he swings, riffs and 
bops on 10 ditties (Rockin’ With Milt, 
Lean Baby, Bennie’s Tune, Easy to Love, 
Blues for Me, Robbins Nest, Slaughter 
on 125th Street, Little Miss Maudlin, 
Movin’ With Mitch and Take The “A” 
Train). Each selection is a humdinger. 
In recording the album, Buckner had 
the backing of his combo at the time 
(drummer Sam Woodyard and tenor 
saxist Danny Turner), augmented by 
bassist Wendell Marshall and guitarist 
Dick Garcia. The group grooved every 
tune and made an ideal setting for the 
organist’s stylings. 

Buckner makes music to fit his per- 
sonality. A sprightly individual, he plays 
a frolicsome style and swings all the 
time. His beat has been described as a 


“barrel-house movement.” 


























An ex-piano player, Buckner switched 
to organ while he was a sideman in the 
Lionel Hampton band about six years 
ago. “Hamp’s organist, Doug Duke, had 
quit the band,” Buckner remembers. “So 
Hamp asked me could I play organ. I 
told him I couldn’t but that I'd give it a 
try.” 

At the time Buckner started to learn 
the organ, there was nobody around to 
help him learn the keyboard, an intricate 
operation. Subsequently he had to figure 
the thing out for himself. Yet, after 
only two or three weeks, he had become 
good enough to play organ in public. 
Today, 


rated one of the top jazz organists in the 


he masters the instrument and is 


business. 

Milt comes about his ranking de- 
servedly. As a jazz organist, he is equal 
in musicianship to any of the other well- 
known stylists of the Hammond like 
Wild Bill Davis and Bill Doggett. He 
has studied music since he was 9 in his 
native St. Louis. At 13 he had made his 


(Continued on Page 00) 
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Please send me French — REDUCER for 10-days # 


trial. Money-back guaran’ 
Size . Extra crotches at 49c ea. 





My color choice 

o a, Gitte 

QO Send C.0.D plus 

a r enclose $4.98. 

NAME (print)... 

ADDRESS (print). 
ITY 


O Regular 
—- 
Pay postage. 
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AFRAID? 

Is Your Life as It Should Be? Most of 
us would like to have it the way we 
want. Unfortunately, things don’t work 
out that way, sometimes. Perhaps 
something is missing! FAITH-HOPE-? 
Then you need our Genuine a 
. n 


CLOSE TO YOU AT ALL TIMES. The 
LORD’S PRAYER is in the center of 


GHT IT. Only $3.00 with order 

ae te. o. D. $3.50) Money Back in 7 days if 
m4 o~ sO ashon BELADOR, 125 BROAD 
T., DEPT. 112-G, NEW ‘YORK 4.N.Y,. 
FREE with évery CROSS, a copy of one of the smallest 
Bibles in the World, to fit your purse or pocket. 


RUN a 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 


Drunkenness ruins Health, Hees’ 






ness. Break the Drinkin oes le 
Serre _. INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOR , the amazing liquid 


that pons aversion (dislike) to- 
YT ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,”” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 

en in SECRET. A few drops of 


from liquor. May 
this wonderful AL COREM eliminates desire for more 


alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
-need not cause excessive time out from work = 
user write 


BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula copeuics to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, Mit pa Weight Than in “Oiain wrens, 
Pay postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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Careless Love 


Viovies. And. of course, there were boys 
yho dated me. Like I say. there was no 
ilver spoon, but life was easy. 

[ was taking a general course in high 

hool. I had toyed with some ideas about 
1 career, but I had settled on nothing defi- 

ite, even though I was a senior and my 
parents were anxious for me to go to col- 
les 

At the time. I was more or less going 
steady with a boy named Al Richards. Al 
was a nice guy. He played halfback on the 
football team, was a star forward on the 
basketball squad, and an_ outstanding 
printer on the track team. 

Unlike many athletes, Al took his studies 
seriously. and he made good marks. Be- 
sides al] that, he was goodlooking. He 
was quite a catch, and I was glad to be 
his girl. Al had his college all picked out 

the University of lowa—and he wanted 
me to go along with him. For some reason, 
| hadn’t said I would go. I don’t know why, 
and I wish now that I had made an un- 
breakable promise to Al that I would go 
along to college with him. Maybe I was 
afraid that if I went to the same college 
with Al, kept going steady with him, I 
would end up as his wife without ever 
having had a chance to play the field. 

[ say that now. Probably I’m making an 
The truth is, I don’t really know 
why I didn't make that promise. 

As I’ve said, Al was a nice guy. He 
thought he was doing me a favor when he 
sent a picture of me to a fraternal organ- 
ization that was sponsoring a beauty con- 
test. He didn’t ask me if he could enter 
me in the contest. He just did it—then 
told me about it later. 

In a way, I was pleased that Al thought 
pretty enough to be entered in such 
a contest. But I'd always distrusted them. 
I'd heard some funny stories about beauty 
and I didn’t want any part of 
I chided Al for entering me. But 


excuse 


I wa 


contests 


them 


when he looked so disappointed, I let up 
on him and made out like I was happy 
about the whole thing. 


And, in a way, I was happy—partic- 
ularly after the organization told me that 
| had qualified for the fmals that would 
be held at a big jamboree and dance at a 
popular South Side auditorium. 

About three weeks before the affair, the 
contest committee called all of the final- 
ists in and told us how the contest would 
be run off. In brief, it was patterned after 
the national beauty contest they hold at 
Atlantic City each year. A girl was judged 
not only on beauty, but on other qualities 
and on talent. The last item was a corker. 


So far as I knew, I didn’t have any talent. 
particularly theatrical talent, which 
seemed to be the idea, since it was ex- 
plained that a part of the show would be 


in amateur hour in which the contestants 
would be featured. 
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(Continued from Page 21) 


I told Al about this. We were on our 
way to a movie one Friday night when I 
said: 

“Al, you shouldn’t have entered me in 
that contest. You’ve got to have talent to 
win it. I don’t have any talent.” 

“You’ve got everything, Barbara.” 

“Thanks,” I said, a bit facetiously. “I’ve 
got talent—where? What can I do? 
Dance? Sing? Act?” 

“Sing,” Al said. 

“With what?” 

“Your voice.” 

“What voice?” I asked. 
heard me sing in your life. 
you think I have a voice?” 

“I know you have a voice.” 

“Al Richards, you’re positively exasper- 
ating. How do you know I have a voice?” 

“I’ve heard you humming and singing 
snatches of song when we listen to the 
radio or television. You’ve got a voice, all 
right. All you’ve got to do is let it out.” 

Anybody who likes music can hum a 
tune, and anybody who likes singing is 
liable to pick up a tune and follow some- 
body like King Cole or Perry Como. Id 
done that, more or less unconsciously, 
many times. But I never considered that 
singing. 

“Okay,” I said. “It’s your funeral as 
well as mine. Suppose I get up there and 
sing and flop out. Then what’re you going 
to think?” 

“Nothing,” Al said. “as long as you do 
your best. I’m with you, win, lose or 
draw.” 

“But. Al, if I get into this contest, | 
want to win it!” 

“Sing, then. You’ve got almost three 
weeks to learn one song. Surely you can 
do that.” 

I had to do it. I was trapped. If I 
backed out, I’d be quitting in Al’s opinion. 
He thought I had a voice, so it seemed 
natural that I’d learn a song and sing it. 
Al was a great competitor. He believed in 
giving out in everything you do. It came 
natural with him. He wouldn’t have under- 
stood if I didn’t feel the way about singing 
that he felt about football or basketball or 
track. 

Al’s confidence sort of inspired me. I 
didn’t have much confidence in my singing 
ability, but I made up my mind that I 
wouldn’t let Al down, if I could help it. 

One of my sisters, Marge, could play 
some piano. I told her about the contest 
and what I had to do. She surprised me. 
She was delighted, and like Al, she thought 
I could sing if I wanted to. So Marge and 
I set out to find a song for me to sing on 
the amateur hour. 

After experimenting with a number of 
songs which were popular at the time, 
Marge and I decided that I probably would 
do best with a standard—‘Star Dust.” But 
after running through it several times, I 


“You’ve never 


What makes 


wasn’t satisfied that I could handle it. 
Marge then found a faded old music sheet 
mother had bought many years ago. I[ 
wasn’t very familiar with it, but after 
Marge ran through it couple times on the 
piano, I sorta got the beat and the feel 


of it. The song was a kind of low-down 
thing called “Careless Love.” We settled 
on that. 


I was surprised that so many people came 
out for the big event. I was scared, too. 
But Marge kept assuring me: 

“Just relax, Barb,” she said. “Relax. 
Forget the people. Just remember the 
words to the song. You've got a voice, like 
Al says, so just go out there and sing. The 
rest you don’t have to worry about. You’ve 
got the rest of these gals beat a mile.” 

Did I? 

I’d never been too vain. Fact is, I had 
been sort of tomboy who liked sports and 
enjoyed gym clothes just as much as Eng- 
lish Literature. I always had liked good 
clothes, but I wasn’t fussy about them. I 
knew I was a girl, and had all the girlish 
feelings, but I’d never been carried away 
with anything like looks. Yet, after look- 
ing over my competition, I had to admit 
that there weren’t more than one or two 
who had more to offer in the feminine line 
than I did. That realization perked my 
spirits. 

The way the contest was set up, the ama- 
teur hour was the big thing. It came last. 
All of us paraded around the stage, in 
bathing suits, in evening gowns, in lingerie. 
The three contest judges sat out front, 
busily scoring each contestant. I had a 
feeling I was doing all right, but I had no 
way of knowing. As the night went along, 
however, I forgot about the crowd. I got 
into the spirit. of things. I became more 
and more determined to win the contest. 

Back stage, both Marge and Al were 
cheering me on. Their great confidence in 
me really was fine. It made me feel good. 
I was sure, too, that my baby sister, Char- 
lotte, and my parents were cheering me on 
from the audience. I didn’t really under- 
stand it all, but being in the spotlight 
seemed natural for me. I wish now that I 
had understood it. I wish I had understood 
it and been afraid of it. But, then, I en- 
joyed every moment of it. 

Finally, the time came for me to sing my 
song. I was tingling all over. Standing 
in the wings, I heard the applause rise and 
fall for the contestant who preceded me. 
She had sung a blues song that went over 
pretty big. And now, the master of ceremo- 
nies was introducing me. I heard snatches 
of his introduction: 

“". . our next contestant . . . Miss Bar- 


. Phillips high school 


” 


bara Johnson 
singing . . . ‘Careless Love’ . . 
I went on. And I sang. 
After I'd finished, there was an agoniz- 
ing moment when I didn’t know whether 
I'd done well or failed miserably. There 
was no reaction from the audience. Then, 
(Continued on Page 54) 
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HE MYSTERY OF FAR OFF 

PLACES is luring vacation-bound 
visitors to exciting holiday spots this 
summer. Vacationers are seeing more of 
the world and experiencing new travel 
thrills as they observe and enjoy the 
beauty and drama of foreign countries. 
From colorful Trinidad with its off-beat 
Calypso dancers in brilliant outfits, to 
Nassau and Bermuda with their penny- 
brown natives and tropical heat, the ex- 
otic flare of color and the pulsating beat 
of music and activity quickly set the 
mood for an ideal vacation in the South 
Seas. However, if you can’t travel thou- 
sands of miles to tropic islands, you'll 
have to make your state-wide vacation 
more intriguing than ever. California, 
Maine, New York and New Mexico are 
only a few of the places that eagerly 
welcome tourists and _ vacationers. 
Clothes, as always, are vitally important, 
and this season’s frocks are bright, gay 
concoctions of color. Fabrics have taken 
on a new sheen and are magnificently 
washable and packable. The Calypso in- 
spired outfit at right is a Stephanie Koret 
creation. The Trinidad print skirt is a 
three-quarter circle, and is worn with a 
shirred V-neck blouse. Separates also 
include matching sash that ties at the 
waist. Prices: Skirt, $6.95; Blouse, 
$5.95; Sash, $1.95. 

















































DAY 
’ARADE 


PRING SEEMS the logical time to 

take a long and admiring look at 
America’s booming baby population. Of 
course babies are good news right 
around the calendar, however May 1 
brings Child Health Day, which long has 
been the particular concern of the U. S. 
Children’s Bureau. 

Planned around Child Health Day is 
National Baby Week, which this year 
will be observed from April 28 through 
May 5. This is just the season to take 
your special baby or toddler to the doc- 
tor for that long-delayed checkup. Baby’s 
trip to the doctor is like inventory time. 
Even though he seems ever so bouncy, 


it’s a good idea to have his daily sched- 
ule of rest, play and food reviewed regu- 
larly, so that the doctor can catch mis- 


takes or problems while they are small. 
A trip to the doctor may very well stop 
trouble before it really starts. 

Have you counted the baby carriages 
around your favorite store or in the park 
lately? No wonder the store has that 
vast island stocked with strained and 
junior foods, for once again in 1955 the 
nation broke a birth record. The early 
estimate for last year was 4,108,000 
babies, compared with 4,076,000 ar- 
rivals in 1954. (This figure includes 
unregistered births). 











Have you counted the baby carriages around your favorite store lately? No wonder 
the store has that vast island stocked with strained and junior foods—for once again 
in 1955, the nation broke a birth record. 
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Another way to picture this baby 
parade is to realize that the hard-work- 
ing stork was delivering more than eight 
babies a minute right through 1954 and 
1955. 


Safer for Babies 

Even more important than astronomi- 
cal birth records is the fact that this com- 
plicated business of coming into the 
world is safer today than ever before. 
Safer for babies . . . safer for mothers. 

These 4 million-plus babies born in 
1955 had a good start in life. Infant 
mortality declined to a new low rate of 
26.4 for each 1,000 live births. This is 
about 114 per cent below the previous 
minimum established in 1954, and a 
splendid 30 per cent under the rate ten 
years ago, in 1945. 

To appreciate the great strides in 
medical science, hospital deliveries pre- 
natal and post-natal care, look back just 
a quarter of a century to 1930, when the 
national rate was 64.8 infant losses. 

About 90 per cent of all registered 
births now take place in the hospital; 95 
per cent of all newcomers are brought 
into the world by physicians. 


Big Families Popular 

If you have four, five or six children 
today, you are a typical American 
family, for the “big family” trend is con- 
tinuing. Folks with a houseful of chil- 
dren are right in style, and when the 
next baby comes along “we have a built- 
in baby sitter” as proud parents in the 
big family group point out. 

Nowadays young women are having 
more babies than their mothers had, but 
as one mother of a lively quartet ex- 
plained, “Look at the conveniences that 
we have now to help us keep our family 
healthy, well clothed and well fed.” This 
mother led her visitor on the $64 tour” 
through her push-button kitchen and 
laundry, and then pointed out the variety 
of strained and junior foods—including 
meats—that were stocked on the shelf, 
ready to open and serve for the next 
meals of baby and toddler. 

“I just wouldn’t know where to start 
if I had to go out and shop for all that 
said this 
typical young mother. “And then multi- 
ply the way I feel by 4 million mothers.” 


food and then prepare it,” 


More important to mothers than con- 
venience, how- (Continued on Page 82) 
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When I was young my mother had a golden rule I’ve never forgotten: 
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Feeding Tips for First-time Parents: 


1. HOLD BABY as nearly upright as pos- 
sible when feeding. He is less apt 
to swallow air when in a vertical 
position. 


2. HOLD BOTTLE at such an angle that 
the nipple is always full — another 
simple precaution against excessive 
air-swallowing. 


“This is a new day, face it with grace.” 
Surprising how that line sunnied our dispositions. Seems to me it’s a 
rather sound philosophy for new mothers too. Attitudes are contagious, 
and even the tiniest babies sense — and respond to — cheerfulness. 


is sleeping. You can’t know the moment 
that little live wire will turn over. 


























Tiny babies soon need vitamin C, which 
contributes so much to sound gums and 
body tissues. When your baby is ready 
for this important dietary addition, you'll 
find Gerber Strained Orange Juice ideal. 
Only tree-ripened fruit, chosen for uni- 
formly high vitamin-C content and mild, 
natural flavor, is used for this refreshing 
juice. It’s pasteurized and finely strained 
for easy feeding from spoon, bottle or cup. 


Crib cue. If you have a crib with a drop- 
down side, make sure it’s up when baby 


Off to a solid start. Before you know it, 
baby’s appetite will develop to the point 
where he will welcome the addition of 
solid food (usually cereal at first). 


Gerber Cereal Quads are ever so helpful 
for that first experience with textured 
food. Small-size boxes of Rice, Barley, 
Oatmeal and Cereal Food (a mixed 
cereal) are wrapped together for easy 
introduction of cereal variety. All are 
enriched with the supplementary iron 
and B-vitamins baby needs shortly after 
birth. All are pre-cooked and ready to 
serve. Simply add milk, formula or other 
liquids. 





| 


NATIONAL BABY WEEK — April 28 - 
May 5. Check your grocer to see how 
many special baby products are fea- 
tured now and the year around. 





Babies are our business... (erber — 
® FOO 


our only business! 


FREMONT. MICHIGAN 


4 CEREALS * OVER 65 STRAINED @ JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 
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practical 
leather 
belts 
with 

A FLAIR 


‘MART BELTS are the keynote to 
\ this spring’s smart, casual clothes. 
They are made of every conceivable 
material, from straw, plastic, pearls and 
aluminum, to top quality cowhides and 
textured leathers. The ingenious styling 
)f these belts makes the difference be- 

veen a chic outfit and an ordinary one. 

Leather belts, including black patent. 
eem to be a wise choice this season, for 
hey are made to conform with the new 

ady-to-wear lines, or to establish a dis- 
tinctive line of their own on sheaths and 
eparates. Downshaping back and front 

the dominant design in cowhide 
groups, which feature brass buckles and 
ther ornaments. Whether a straight or 
ontour style is preferred, belts are avail- 
able in an assortment of pastel shades, 
is well as navy and black. TAN’s selec- 
tion of high-style leather belts shows 
how a belt can add smartness to a dress. 
‘he straight knit dresses shown are by 
Jax of Beverly Hills.” 


l. Sally Green “Bug Belt” is of leather 
vith brass “Bugs.” The belt adds a special 
touch to a plain dark dress. 

Worn slightly below the waist, is an un- 
tal leather belt. Curved in front, it has 
two attractive metal decorations. 
Patent leather contour belt is by Cin- 
ra, while the leather belt on the right is 
by Sally Green. 
Whether worn high or low, these leather 
elts will turn any dress into a chic, casual 
outfit. 
Vhe height of casual elegance is a Sally 
een belt in natural cowhide, which fea- 
es hand stitching and two brass buckles. 
1} 
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Broccoli 


— 
= 


ash broccoli well and trim off a bit of the stem, but do not 
emove stem. Drop cleaned broccoli into a small amount of 
oiling salted water. Cover and cook quickly until just tender, 

15 minutes, depending on size. Remove carefully keeping 
he flower buds intact on the stalk. Season with salt, pepper 
ind melted butter or margarine and arrange on warm platter. 


idd thin wedges of lemon and creamy cheese sauce if desired. 


in 350° F. oven until tender and crumbs browned, about 30 minutes. 


mind than tender, fresh, young vegetables. It is 
always wise to buy vegetables in season whenever possible, 
and with the arrival of warm weather, markets are flooded 
with top quality vegetables at a very low price. 

When buying vegetables, select only those that are 
fresh, firm and ripe. Otherwise old, withered vegetables 
that may be over-ripe or under-ripe have very poor keep- 
ing qualities. Purchase only the amount that you can 
use immediately. Fresh vegetables deteriorate at a rapid 
rate, and are best when cooked soon after gathering. 
Although this is impossible in many cases, modern pack- 
ing and shipping facilities have hastened the shipment of 
vegetables from garden to table in a short time. However, 
if you have to store them for a time, place vegetables in 
the crisper in your refrigerator. 

Wash all vegetables before cooking even though they 
look clean. For a thorough job, a vegetable brush is 
almost a necessity. Modern homemakers know that vege- 
tables provide not only starches and sugar for energy, 
but also several forms of proteins and impressive amounts 
of vitamins. There are limitless ways to prepare vege- 
tables for palatable dishes. On these pages are only a 
few of the many ways they can be served. 


Stuffed Tomatoes 
Heat % cup evaporated milk over hot water. Add % Ib. grated 
cheese and stir until cheese melts. Add 24 cup cooked macaroni 
and | tbsp. grated onion. Remove tops and pulp from 6 large 
tomatoes. Sprinkle inside with salt and place cracker crumbs in 
bottom of each. Fill tomatoes with macaroni and cheese and top 
with VY cup bread crumbs mixed with 1 tbsp. melted butter. Bake 


OTHING BRINGS SPRING and summer more to 
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looded 

a ere Fresh Spinach Souffle 

stables Melt 44 cup butter; add %4 cup sifted 

- keep- four and make a smooth paste. Add 1, 
cup warm milk slowly and cook over low 


ja can heat until thick. Add %4 cup grated Amer- 


rapid ican cheese and cook until melted. Remove 
ering. from heat. To cheese mixture add 5 egg 
pack yolks well beaten with V2 tsp. salt. Add 


, tsp. minced garlic and 2 cups fresh 


ent of cooked, chopped spinach. Beat 5 egg 
weve; whites until stiff. Fold into cheese mixture. 
yles in Bake 60 minutes at 350° F. in a greased 

1% gt. baking dish in a pan with 1 inch of 
» Shee hot water. 
ush is 
vege- 
nergy, 
1Ounts 
vege- 
nly a 

Quick Parslied Carrots 

zrated Always select firm, clean, well-shaped smooth carrots with bright 
raroni color, when shopping. Bring to a boil in a broad saucepan. 34 cup 
large water, 1 tsp. salt and 1 tbsp. sugar. Add 4 cups finely shredded car- 
bs in rots, 1 small minced onion, or 2 finely cut green onions. tops and 
d top al, and 2 tbsps. finely cut parsley. Cover and boil rapidly from 5 to . 
Bake 8 minutes or until tender. Add butter or margarine, and season to 


utes, taste with pepper. 
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Braised Fresh Vegetables 
Melt ‘4 cup butter in skillet with tight cover. Add 1 cup 
shredded cabbage, 1 cup shredded carrots, 1 cup chopped green 







pepper, | cup chopped green onions, | cup chopped celery, Y% 






cup beef or chicken stock, Yo tsp. paprika, salt and pepper to 






taste. Cover closely and simmer over low heat for 15 minutes 






until vegetables are tender. Top with grated cheese if desired. 






Serves 4. 











BE-BOPS ind SHADES 


ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN GLASS 
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CAT’S EYES 
















"DAISY DREAM $495 
SET ws 


= 
é 


No. 519 


$695 


p. 414 


+ 
. 
 — 
ae 





No. 519 
HI-BROW 
The or 


glasses 


No. 414 
GLAMOUR GAL 


! rimless gold color 


$495 


stocrat of qu 


No. 522 
MINK BOP 
xuriously min on 


| 5695 4 


No. 307 
KING BOP 
Goodlooking rimway sty 
glasses to give you that 
intellectual look. Gold color 
metal top with wide 
plastic temples. These | 
eye size lenses are 
perfect for any man 


HERMAN OPTI 
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*Reg. U.S. Pat. 


179 § MARKET STREET 


CAL CO. NEWARK 2, N. J. 


eect ti it 


C] Send C.0.D. | will pay postman full price plus postage. | 
lo | enclose full price, send postpaid. 


Lord’s Prayer Cross Style No..... ; 

Necklace if you send ! Glass Color. Frame Color.. | 

oo _—Soney with order, = 
10 DAY FREE triat | Address — no | 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE | 
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Fresh Asparagus With 
Dutch Crumbs 
Break off each stalk from 2 lbs. fresh as. 
paragus as far down as it snaps easily, 
Wash thoroughly. Leave spears whole and 
cook in 1 inch of boiling salted water ina 
tightly covered pan for 10-20 minutes, or 
until spears are tender. Melt '% cup bu. 
ter or margarine in small skillet or sauce. 
pan and stir in Y% cup dry bread crumbs 
or crisp dry cereal and brown well. Sprin- 
kle at once over hot cooked asparagus 
spears and serve. 





Savory Celery 
Cut large, tender stalks of Pascal celery 
into 3-inch lengths, then into narrow strips. 
Chill in ice water or crushed ice. Serve 0s 
an appetizer with “Guacamole” spread. 10 
make the spread, select a well ripened ave 
cado. Season with lemon juice, garlic, sali 
and chili powder. For a good clam spread, 
blend % cup canned razor clams into 4 
3-ounce cake of cream cheese; then with 
clam juice and season with a bit of garlic. 
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d dozens of good tunes. most of them re- 
corded and he’s steadily climbing to the 







_ Material is one of the most important 
ings a beginner can concern himself with. 
’s got to have it or forget show business. 
if it’s songs, he’s got to have numbers that 
his personality and moreover. songs he 
m sing. A common mistake is to try to 
ing everything just because it is popular at 
moment. Another is to copy somebody 
’s jokes or try to imitate Dinah Wash- 
on, Ella Fitzgerald, Roy Hamilton, Faye 
fAdams or Sammy Davis, Jr. 

"If you’re a comedian or want to be one. 
vl write your own stuff until you get 
enough money to hire a writer. If you’re 
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Vith really serious about it, you'll contact a 
writer of comedy material and see what he 
can do for you with what you can pay. 

5. fresh as. : 2 ‘ 

, | Don’t expect somebody to do this on credit 
mps easily or for nothing. Comedy material, good ma- 
whole and terial. is practically priceless today and 
water ina} even fair writers command huge fees. It’s 
rinutes, o | all right to model your material after that 

2 cup by.| of established comics until you can gain 

tor sauce. | Your own reputation. But you must have 

1d crumbs material - for without it, you'd just as well 

oll. Sprin keep on washing dishes or baby sitting. 

aspergal a You get material for your routines from 
life, from reading, from wondering about 
things. A hint here might help you. Most 


famous comedians are heavy on the “My 
gal” theme in which they describe her ap- 
pearance, her appetite and her disposition. 
Allen Drew, Nipsy Russell, Willie Bryant 
and a few other established night club 
comedians use practically the same slant 
on this: She’s long, Ican and lanky, she’s 
got an appetite like a bird—a vulture. etc. 
Timmie Rogers is one of the few colored 
comedians wise enough to get someone to 
‘Write his material. Shortly after he and 
| Freddy Gordon broke up their long time 
pact of Timmie and Freddy. Rogers saved 
enough money to pay a writer to do up 
four or five routines for him. It paid off. 
He jumped from Cafe Society to most of 
the big spots in Hollywood, Las Vegas and 
theaters across the country. 
> All this adds up to the principal reason 
why there are no bigtime Negro comedians 
o television or radio. that is, with their 


own shows. They don’t have the material 
and don’t spend to get it. In the old days 
of show business, one joke could be told in 
1 celery § different parts of the country thousands of 
w strips. § ‘times and still but a handful of people 
Serve as § ‘heard it. Today, as with popular songs. 
ead. Te radio, television, newspapers and maga- 
d unes actually eat up such material before 
ned ave ; F 
1 a its a night old. 
lie, Here’s how a singer can get started from 
spread, ¥ scratch. Say you know how to carry a 
intod# tune, have several “good” songs which you 
en with f can sing “real good.” Say you don’t know 
' garlic. anybody in your town. Still you don’t 
need to leave for Harlem or Hollywood to 











ow To Crash Into Show Business 


(Continued from Page 19) 


find an audience. Try and enter any ama- 
teur contest you can get into at your local 
tavern, church, night club, bazaar or chau- 
tauqua. Humble your pride and get the 
tavern keeper to let you wait table in his 
joint providing you can sing a few tunes 
nightly with his combo. If you talk right. 
he'll go along. Such singing will give you 
confidence and experience before people. 
If you can’t enter any of the doors sug- 
gested here, join your church or some- 
body’s church choir! 

The idea is to get experience, to bolster 
your confidence. If you live in a large city. 
audition for night club shows—those in the 
small, neighborhood spots where people 
will listen to anything so long as it doesn’t 
disturb their conversation. If you can make 
people listen to you, you’ve got something 
perhaps and have a chance. Now you can 
start getting around and making contact 
with other club owners. Some evening 
you'll run into a situation in which a club 
is stuck for a low price act to fill out a bill 
on which there’s a fairly big name in the 
starring role. The man who owns the joint 
will know without being told that you 
didn’t just finish six weeks at the Sahara 
in Las Vegas nor the Mocambo in Holly- 
wood. He wants a singer to fill a spot and 
if you can hold up your end for one or two 
weeks as his “new discovery” or “protege,” 
you may be on your way to something bet- 
ter. 

You can get more jobs at this stage on 
your own than you’d get trying to work 
with a booking agent. Of course, you'll 
have to be booked in some cases and will 
have to pay better than the standard ten 
per cent in commission, but you will find 
that the money will be in the “short” cate- 
gory—from $50 to $75 a week, once in a 
great while, $100. In some places, it will 
be far less than these figures. But if you 
really want to crash show business. you'll 
take anything you can get and be happy 
to get it. 

All the time, remember, you're seeking 
to move forward. If a small combo or band 
comes to town looking for a singer, get on 
the proposition right away, but be sure you 
get your carfare in front before leaving 
home. Worst thing I know is to get strand- 
ed somewhere with no money. Singing 
with bands and combos is wonderful ex- 
perience, especially in the hard knocks de- 
partment, and if you can get started that 
way, your chances are really worthwhile 
to go further up the ladder. 

Keep fishing around for the “right song.” 
Maybe, a bandleader needs a singer (not 
his regular vocalist) for a recording date 
and if you’ve got the right contacts (not 
winos, hangers-on, and the flotsam-jetsam 
of night life) somebody might tip you off so 
you'll have a chance to audition for the 
date. One record may make you a star, 


providing the tune is right and you fit the 
tune. 

There are many ways of crashing show 
business, but as I emphasized before, you’ve 
got to suffer, you have to endure heart- 
aches and disappointments; you have to 
work hard and long and keep up your cour- 
age when everything seems black around 
you. You’ve got to have, above all, the 
spark of talent that can be groomed into 
the jewel of accomplishment. With these 
things. how to crash show business won’t 


be hard at all. THE END 





My Dream Man 


(Continued from Page 27) 


America has produced and will have left 
his mark on the history of this country. 
Duke’s talent is a thing of beauty and his 
personality, always delightful, has never 
changed. Duke breathes romance through 
his music and his very being. Such a man 
is rare indeed. 

I like a man who keeps his balance. 
modesty and feet on the ground despite 
success. Typical of this type is Morris Levy, 
the owner of the famous Birdland of Broad- 
way. Morris and I are old friends who 
know what it’s like to be poor. Years ago 
we used to share our wealth to buy sand- 
wiches, things were that tough. The years 
have changed all that, but Morris has re- 
mained the same, a smiling, generous, easy- 
going guy who doesn’t take advantage of 
people and is never happier than when he’s 
helping. 

The fame of Lionel Hampton has spread 
across the world not only because of his 
great musical talent but because he is a 
superb showman. Hamp’s showmanship is 
in a class by itself. He is a spectacular man 
in everything he does and I admire him 
tremendously. When he travels abroad he 
is a wonderful ambassador for the United 
States, as well as the Negro. 

The entire country today is applauding 
the great talent of Sammy Davis, Jr. a 
great performer and a kid with an extreme- 
ly bright future. I can’t think of any male 
performer in the business who has made 
such progress so fast. Sammy has never 
forgotten his roots and background and 
keeps his loyalty to family and friends 
strong. I love and admire the guy, but I 
do wish he would pay me that $485 he owes 
me. 

A man can be glamorous and still be 
unaffected by it. Richard Egan, the movie 
star, is that kind of a guy. a great actor 
and one of Hollywood’s most attractive 
men. He has never lost his humility and is 
a perfectly lovable fellow. I am one of 
his greatest fans and he tells me that he 
likes the way I sing. We have been a mu- 
tual admiration society since 1950 when he 
came to my birthday party in Philadelphia 
and was perfectly sweet. He is a rugged, 
masculine man who can also be soft and 
gentle, and I just love that type. 
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Youll really 
enjoy these 
PEANUT BUTTER 


Honey, Candles 


These Peanut Butter Honey Crackles 
are just about the most mouth-water- 
ing morsels to ever come out of a 
kitchen! Always flavor fresh with 
Clabber Girl, they have a mellow 
richness that is delightful. Here is a 
new and different molded cooky rec- 
ipe that will please appetites of all 
ages. LBP come 















S Flavor Fresh... 


PEANUT BUTTER HONEY CRACKLES 
Yield: 5 dozen cookies 
1% cups sifted all- \% cup strained honey 





purpose flour 1 egg 
1% teaspoons : 
Clabber Girt Chocolate pieces 
Baking Powder salted, whole 
% teaspoon salt peanuts 


4 cup shortening 3 tablespoons 

4 cup peanut butter 8ranulated sugar 

* Sr ougar tt "orange rind 
Sift together flour, Baking Powder, 
and salt. Cream together thoroughly 
the shortening, peanut butter, brown 
sugar, and honey. Beat in egg. Stir in 
dry ingredients until blended. Form 
into 1-inch balls; insert 1 chocolate 
piece or 1 peanut meat into center 
of each ball and reshape. Combine 
granulated sugar with orange rind 
and roll “‘balls” in this mixture. Place 
balls 2 inches apart on ungreased 
cooky sheet. Bake in a 375° F. (mod- 
erate) oven 12 to 15 minutes or until 
lightly browned and crackled. Cool 
on cake racks. 


CLABBER 
GIRL 


is Now 
Exclusively Known as the 
Baking Powder with the 
Balanced Double Action 
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One of my favorite men in Hollywood’s 
movie colony is Robert Mitchum. A very 
fine talent who is always trying to help and 
encourage other performers. I admire him 
for his achievements in acting and his fine 
humanity. Bob is a very shy guy and there 
is something about the shyness of a big 
handsome man that I find most appealing. 

I have seen Keenan Wynn in pictures for 
years but never met him until last year 
when I found out that he liked to hear me 
sing. He showed his appreciation by occu- 
pying a ringside seat three nights in a row 
at the Mocambo in Hollywood. He seemed 
to be having a grand time. Later when I 
was introduced to him I was so flustered | 
didn’t know what to say. Keenan is a man 
of sophistication and wit, very valuable 
qualities in any modern man. 

When Sugar Ray Robinson staged that 
wonderful comeback last December by 
knocking out Bobo Olson in Chicago I 
realized that he was a truly great man. It 
took a lot of guts to do what he did, and 
it took terrific talent to do it so beautifully. 
He combines all that is best in boxing and 
should be an inspiration to Negro youth for 
generations to come. 

Emperor Haile Selassie of Ethiopia is a 
man I’ve never met but whom I have ad- 
mired from afar ever since I was old 
enough to read about him. He is a man of 
courage and great dignity. 

Congressman Adam Powell of New York 
is one of the most dynamic Negro leaders 
today. He is the combination of many won- 
derful things that I think every American 
man ought to be—a father, a husband, and 
a great Christian. I know few men who 
have achieved so much in so many fields. 
He has a great mind and a spiritual philos- 
ophy that’s hard to beat, and he’s such a 
handsome guy. 

I think Frank Sinatra is one of the 
great popular singers of our time. I dug 
the boy from the moment he opened his 
mouth and still do. He moves me much. He 
has the kind of courage that everyone 
should admire. Like Sugar Ray Robinson, 
he staged a wonderful comeback and the 
world should take its hat off to him for it. 

I like Perry Como because he’s sincere 
and sweet and sings like an angel. He too 
is a very fine gentleman with an irresistible 
charm. I wish there were more Perry 
Comos in the world. 

What kind of a man would I like to 
marry? The man I would like to marry 
would have to have all of the qualities I 
have described in the men I list above. He 
would have to love and respect me and be 
an affectionate and considerate father to 
my two children. And, of course, I would 


have to love him. THE END 
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Bill Kenny 
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his most marketable holding, tried to patch 
up things between Kenny and Fuqua. But 
matters had gotten out of hand and the 
bitter dispute over ownership of the title 
finally wound up in New York Supreme 
Court where the wary judge pulled a King 
Solomon disposition of the case. He ruled 
that both parties had equal ownership of 
the name and opened the door for Fuqua 
to pull out and organize his own version 
of the Ink Spots. In 1952, this is exactly 
what Charlie did. 

But Kenny’s identifying high tenor sing. 
ing was what kept his group of Ink Spots 
in the dizzy atmosphere of five to $10,000 
a week bookings while Fuqua was forced 
to struggle with his theory that the public 
wanted the old-style type of Ink Spots. 

Meanwhile, Kenny, who had been in and 
out of court getting out of his 1947 marriage 
to Marghuerite Wendelle of St. Louis, had 
met a Canadian schoolteacher named Au- 
drey MacBurney and promptly fell in love 
with her, although she was married to a 
Canadian businessman. She got a divorce 
and she and Bill were married. She 
plunged wholeheartedly and enthusiastical- 
ly into making herself a part of her fa- 
mous husband’s career. When Kenny was 
falsely accused of violating a_ teen-age 
bobby soxer in Philadelphia, she stuck by 
his side until the case was disposed of. 

About this time, Kenny and Audrey were 
watching with great interest the transfor- 
mation of Nat (King) Cole from a piano- 
playing trio leader into a solo singing 
artist. Kenny realized that the future prom- 
ised little more than was already taking 
place as one of four voices and he listened 
to his wife more closely as she pointed out 
the advantages of him going it alone. 

“After all, it’s the name. Bill Kenny, 
that the public buys,” she told him. “I can 
appreciate your sentimental feelings for 
the group, but is it getting you further up 
the road?” They talked about the tremen- 
dous success of Billy Daniels as a single; 
of how bandleader Cab Calloway had 
dropped his orchestra and joined the cast 
as a headliner of Porgy And Bess; of Billy 


Eckstine who without his band had become ' 


one of the world’s leading soloists; of Ar- 
thur Lee Simpkins, former Earl Hines band 
vocalist, of others. 

Kenny started making new plans. In 
1954 it was pretty well established that he 
and the identifying Ink Spots were through 
and that henceforth it would be Bill Kenny. 
singer. But that sounds all right on paper; 
in practice, there was a lot of hard work 
to be done. There was endless rehearsing, 
selecting of repertoire, the writing of 
arrangements, conferences with booking 
agents and managers, the all-important 
contracts for making records. 

(Continued on Page 81) 
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(Continued from Page 9) mM [ n 
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Aside from explanations already given, 
why do women seek the “other man” or 
give in to temptations? 

Often the wife has no children or per- 
haps only one. 

She is moody, sensitive, easily hurt, and 
frequently she is lonely. 

She has little in common with her hus- 
band and is frustrated with him sexually ; 
verbalizes either as a rationalization to 
appease her guilt, or even factually, that 
she doubts she really ever was in love, and 
she thinks that the marriage was a mis- 
take. 

She is confused after a few years of mar- 
riage and she strays, very often believing 
in her affair that she is in love, when really 
she is only infatuated. 

Frequently her somewhat older husband 
is reliable, industrious, successful, and de- 
voted. This woman “wraps him around her 
finger.” He is indulgent and asks for very 
little. In contrast, she is dominated by her 
“lover” and she thinks she really is in love. 
She is curious, and within the framework 
of this drama she is sexually stimulated 
and she may marry her “lover,” or the 
affair may peter out and will be followed 
by another. 

Sometimes in repeated fashion, the man 
she does not have wears the halo, but the 
man she has is the “dirt under her feet.” 
She sees her problem as external, whereas 
truthfully, it is within herself, and a type 
of wholesome relationship therapy may 
tactfully and wholesomely bring her around 
to face herself. This is often the only en- 
during answer to her restlessness and dis- 
content. 

There are many terms for her problem 
such as: “emotional immaturity,” but these 
terms are damaging to her self esteem un- 
less she is helped through treatment coun- 
seling. 

Without treatment success is aided by a 
stubborn determination to become a “good 
wife,” but in a culture which defines this 
in so many awkward ways, she is often not 
straightened out until she seeks help, for 
she is confused. 

There are many social myths about sex 
and women which are popular, and some 
of these are supported by competent per- 
sons who have written books. One offers 
a view that sex and having babies are 
deeply connected in the unconscious mind 
of women, and that rarely is woman capa- 
ble of casuality concerning male relation- 
ships. Others think that woman’s greater 
social sexual stability is due to both train- 
ing and instinct, but is more a question of 
training than instinctual. Some therefore 
believe that unless a woman desires to have 
children, her sexual satisfactions are not 
complete. 

Psychoanalytic research reveals that a 
reasonable number of single and married 
women seem satisfied with superficial rela- 
tionships with men and often there is little 
evidence that the motive is to defy con- 
vention or that they even protest. 

Women, being less sentimental than men, 
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feel that the superficial affair should be 
more forgivable than falling in love out- 
side of marriage. Sometimes promiscuity in 
the male is over-looked more easily than 
a sustaining serious affair with the other 
woman. Many men may “play” for the 
sake of “playing,” whereas the woman, in 
being unfaithful, is most often hostile to 
her husband and wishes to punish him for 
something he has done or failed to do. 
There is often little passion for the “other 
man.” Frequently such a woman has only 
“played” with a man who is either her 
husband’s social superior or his social in- 
ferior as a revenge on her husband. If the 
husband becomes aware, he is likely to 
be too blind or too stupid to search for 
the motive; often women know this and 
take advantage of it. 

Stunned by the shocking discovery of 
unfaithfulness, the husband will be hurt 
and his pride and anger will prevent him 
from seeing his wife’s “game.” In the re- 
verse, a woman is more likely to be wise 
to her husband’s motives, but the male is 
so intolerant he cannot think it through. 

Perhaps he feels more naive and inno- 
cent (than she) about his “playing around,” 
but paradoxically is infuriated over his 
wife’s conduct because the law and society 
are more lenient on him about his “play- 
ing.” 

In order to demonstrate the inequality of 
the status of women with reference to in- 
fidelity, one has only to review the divorce 
statutes in our 48 states. 

There is a difference between sex attrac- 
tion and love. Many people do not know 
this or cannot tell the difference. When in- 
volved, they do not know that there are 
two potent sexually attracting forces: love 
and infatuation. 

This is why both men and women are 
often extremely confused about two per- 
sons in their lives and they cannot make 
a decision. The male is likely to be aware 
of the fact that every husband occasionally 
has a physical attraction for someone else. 
Although less aware of it, the same holds 
true for wives. 

If the cultural background is wholesome, 
and if the man is mature and his marriage 
is solid and happy, his outside sex interest 
is likely to be no more than a flicker of 
pleasure in looking at a pretty girl ad- 
jacent to him. The more domesticated wife, 
staying at home close to her children, is 
stimulated less often than her husband. 

Occasionally a male movie actor or 
similar celebrity may thrill her, but then 
only mildly. If her marriage is satisfactory, 
this is all she feels she needs. If her mar- 
riage is not happy her husband is fre- 
quently the blame. 


(THERE IS NOW a great need for a more 

thorough and wholesome type of sex 
education—something more than anatomy 
and physiology. Man needs to know more 
about the social, psychological, and emo- 
tional needs of women, and vice versa. 
Much unfaithfulness is due to misunder- 


standing rather than “meanness.” “bad- 
ness” or “immorality.” Both sexes frustrate 
each other unwittingly and both or one or 
the other are too naive and humiliated to 
understand why. It takes longer to learn 
about sex, love and marriage, than to learn 
about law, medicine, and science. Failing 
in understanding, misguided mates often 
become permanently discouraged and learn 
to hate the other sex and to regard them 
as “poison.” They therefore feel justified 
in withdrawing or in a spree of exploita- 
tion. 

Many women, deserted and depreciated 
by their husbands, decide they are sexually 
inferior and frigid. Humiliated in this way, 
they are sometimes too discouraged to con- 
sult a physician. 

A wife may become unhappy and vul. 
nerable—predisposed to stray when her 
“devoted husband” works too hard at the 
ofice supposedly for his family. He may 
be deluded, egotistic, insecure, or he may 
be trying to escape from the home where 
he senses he is a failure as a husband or 
father. The wife may regard his job as his 
“mistress.” Often she tries to compensate 
or sublimate or she may stray into unfaith- 
fulness depending on whether she has ro- 
mantic dreams. One cannot solve a bad 
problem by escaping into another one, and 
sometimes in spite of satisfaction of pride, 
divorce brings on new problems—most 
often severe ones. 

When the wife has strayed and marital 
rift develops, the husband should “keep 
his head.” Most often he needs help. He 
should always remember that “Whom the 
gods would destroy they first make mad.” 
Factually, many times, contrary to the out- 
raged husband’s feelings about it, the other 
man is not the only culprit. Perhaps the 
star offender is the husband himself who 
caused the other man to enter the picture. 
The husband himself is often his own home 
wrecker. 

So much has been said about “help,” 
counseling, and treatment for marital prob- 
lems, something should be explained about 
it. On either side of the sex barrier. there 
are many causes for marital rift, and the 
unfaithful wife, if detected, will seriously 
strain the marital bond. Her unfaithful- 
ness may be a symptom of other problems 
in the marriage which need consideration 
and treatment. 

The marriage path is only an important 
part of life’s journey in general and cer- 
tainly like life in general it is not always 
smooth—at best in marriage there are 
natural peaks, level ground, and also val- 
leys. Progress reveals each partner’s emo 
tional needs; his capacity to give and take; 
his capacity for adaptation, for patience, 
and his capacity for understanding. Im- 
mature, impulsive, insecure, sensitive, and 
selfish persons thrive poorly in marriage. 
Either or both mates may have serious 
limitations in personality. In treatment of 
the total unhealthy marital situation, the 
focus of treatment may be on either mate, 
according to the need, or on both, or one 
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mate may need only supportive treatment 
while the other gets the major help. 

Contrary to the understanding of many 
persons, counseling treatment is not a jury 
or bench trial and the therapist is not 
merely a judge or jury. Ideally, he is an 
interested trained spectator, capable of im- 
partiality, empathy, and understanding— 
capable of giving leadership with objec- 
tivity. Neither marital partner should over- 
simplify matters, or pet his pride by avoid- 
ing cooperative help for himself merely 
dismissing his responsibility by a gesture 
of blaming the other partner. In treatment, 
“cure” is the forte, not “blame.” 

In treatment patients should tell every- 
thing, but it is understandable that they 
fear, even sometimes dread psychotherapy 
or counseling, because they do not under- 
stand the nature of the relationship and 
how cure comes about. For their benefit it 
should be made clear that the therapist 
has the responsibility of keeping the pa- 
tient’s secret feelings, activities, and prob- 
lems in strict confidence. He is loyal to 
his patients, but also honest and realistic 
with him. Moralistic judgements are not 
helpful, but the patient should freely and 
frankly air his conduct, experiences and 
his feelings about the same. 

Treatment takes several or many ses- 
sions, and the roots of the patient’s prob- 
lem may extend into the past, the premari- 
tal period, and even into his childhood. 
Current and oblique problems must be 
tackled and regarded as also relevant to 
the patient’s symptoms, difficulties, and 
feelings. Ultimately, the patient under- 
stands more about himself, and better un- 
derstands others with whom he deals. Hav- 
ing gradually drained off in the sessions 
hidden fears, anger, resentments, and sus- 
picions, he finds increasingly more energy 
and inspiration to go deeper into his prob- 
lems and to apply himself with more eff- 
ciency to his daily tasks. Slowly, but surely, 
discouragement changes to encouragement 
and cheerfulness replaces depression. 

Thus, he becomes more socially attrac- 
tive than before treatment, or he even be- 
comes popular and he likes himself better. 
He no longer needs to project self hatred 
and guilt onto loved ones. He is less rigid 
and jess sensitive and is more tolerant of 
himself and others. Adaptative capacity in- 
creases and cure of his problem is assured. 

One should begin treatment with a 
wholesome attitude and understanding, but 
in reality the therapist is often over-ideal- 
ized. The therapist should be competently 
trained and experienced. Tampering with 
the lives of people is serious business and 
carries with it a serious responsibility. This 
is no place for so called “quacks,” or 
dilettantes, 

The therapist may be a psychiatrist, a 
Professional social caseworker, psycholo- 
gist, counselor, or other. At his best he is 
human, not a paragon of virtue—“The Holy 
One,” but on the other hand he does not 
make gross mistakes. He is sorry, and 
apologizes with sincerity for the little ones 


he makes. He is not a keeper of Cornu- 
copia, but he is generous in a practical 
wholesome and realistic manner. He is not 
omnipotent, but he can help the patient to 
marshall his energy so that he can help 
himself. 

If the husband has unwittingly driven 
his wife into another man’s arms, success- 
ful treatment changes his attitude and be- 
havior towards her. He now meets her 
needs better and in a more positive man- 
ner. If the wife has been an immature 
romantic dreamer, self centered and domi- 
nating, with successful therapy she awak- 
ens. She will see more of her own 
weaknesses and is less threatened by her 
husband’s. With cure she settles down 
spontaneously and happily to appreciate 
the man she chose and loves. Successful 
treatment is the result of the patient’s in- 
vestment, and like study in a good school, 
application and determination along with 
faith are always rewarding. Actual cures 
and experience shows this to be true. No 
magic has been performed—only work in 
a wholesome atmosphere. Although often 
highly praised and proselyted, the good 
therapist who is devoted to his work and 
paid for his services, is proud of his pa- 
tient’s success and happiness, but credit 
for his leadership in the therapeutic situ- 
ation is satisfaction enough. 

Each case of the unfaithful wife must be 
studied and decided on its own merits, but 
a decision cannot be made objectively and 
fairly by the angry and outraged husband, 
nor by the guilty wife. The atmosphere of 
the divorce court is concerned with the de- 
cision over technical legal matters and is 
weighted with the idea of equity and vindi- 
cation. 

Admittedly, some husbands are justified 
in feeling outraged; some marriages would 
best be dissolved; some unfaithful wives 
do not want treatment or they are not treat- 
able, but frequently it is only the wounded 
pride and the panic of the outraged hus- 
band which makes him feel that his un- 
faithful wife is not worth psychotherapy 
and counseling. Injured in the marriage, in 
defense, he depreciates it and thinks it is 
not worth preserving. 

After the divorce, his pride is vindicated 
but there is anguish when he has to face his 
loss, lonesomeness, emptyness, and hence 
he rushes off impulsively to seek a substitute 
—alcohol, or another woman (sometimes 
not as good, or no better than his wife). 
Often he goes through the same problem 
with the new wife. For the reasons already 
mentioned, more often the woman is willing 
for counseling and rehabilitation of the 
marriage than the man; but in any case 
treatment and rehabilitation take a long 
time and require patience, cooperation, 
sometimes investment in counseling fees; 
but the important consideration is the fact 
that in many cases the marriage is really 
worth the investment. 
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Careless Love 


in waves that hit me like steam, I felt the 


cheers. I heard the cheers. The people 
liked me. They liked my song. Instine- 


tively, I knew I’d won. There seemed to be 
something expected about the applause. I 
was neither elated nor surprised. It was 
as if I knew this victory was going to hap- 
pen. 


A FTERWARD, I was caught up in a 
“* whirlwind. People came backstage to 
congratulate me. Al kissed me. Marge 
hugged me. My Mom and Dad were so 
happy they cried. I’d not only won the 
singing event, I’d won the beauty contest. 
I was “Miss Bronzeville.” 

Among those who came backstage were 
Sam Sidney, a disc jockey; Bill Reynolds, 
a talent scout; and Rick Rodriquez, leader 
of a band. All of them had propositions. 

Sam Sidney wanted me to appear on his 
day-time radio show and, he mentioned in- 
cidentally: 

“Sign a contract with me, Barbara, and 
I'll put you into the big time.” 

Bill Reynolds suggested that I sign with 
him and he’d guarantee me $500 a week 
in six months. 

Rick Rodriquez wanted me to sign with 
his band, headed South on tour, for $100 a 
week. He promised me the world if I’d 
stick with him a year. 

My head was swimming with my sudden 
success. I was drunk in it. I liked the 
feel of it. Al, who’d gotten me into the 
contest in the first place, talked about fin- 
ishing school and going with him to the 
University of Iowa. 

Marge, overwhelmed and scared by all 
the sudden attention being lavished on me, 
suggested that I “take it easy.” Marge 
probably was the smartest one around, but 
[ didn’t appreciate it at the time. I didn’t 
want to take it easy. My head was giddy 
with all the praise being showered on me. 
I'd never thought much about going into 
show business, but all at once it seemed 
that this was my destiny. I was only 17 
years old, but it seemed that I'd lived all 
my life for these moments. They seemed 
natural. Honest. 

My parents? It was out of their league. 
They were ecstatically happy because I’d 
won the contest. All the business they 
didn’t understand. They couldn’t offer ad- 
vice. Fact is, they were carried along in 
the general hysteria. I couldn’t turn to 
them. They were getting a vicarious bang 
out of everything. They seemed to want 
more, to never see the end of my acclaim. 
Anything I said was okay with them, which 
wasn’t the way it should have been—but 
the way it was! 

I decided to accept Rick’s offer. Look- 
ing back, I can’t explain why, except that 
Rick was the handsomest man I’d ever seen 
and he had a good band. Rick’s band 
wasn't a national hit like Lionel Hampton 
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or Count Basie or Duke Ellington. But 
it was a solid outfit. And Rick’s mana- 
ger, Moe Wyman, assured me that the 
band always made money: 

“This band is real solid in the South, 
Barbara. It’s never lost money for a pro- 
moter. Maybe you don’t understand what 
that means. Well, Ill tell you: it means 
you don’t have to worry about getting 
your check.” 

“But,” I said, “I’m a teen-ager and I 
haven’t finished school yet.” 

“We'll fix that.” Moe said. He was a 
Jew. “Your mother or your sister can come 
along as a chaperone. And you can study 
and finish your school requirements. I'll 
talk to your principal about that.” 

Suddenly serious. my parents weren’t so 
keen on my quitting school. But Moe 
talked them out of their mild objections. 
I signed, and my mother made the contract 
legal. 

The next few days were days of feverish 


activity. To begin, I had to learn the 
words and music of a dozen songs. I had 
to learn to sing with the band, too. I had 


to buy clothes for my appearances. To help 
me get started, Rick gave me $500 for the 
clothes. That helped a lot. Being a teen- 
ager, I didn’t have much business to wind 
up—but there was Al, and there was the 
decision to be made at home about who 
would be my chaperone. After quite a 
bit of argument. it was decided that Marge 
would go along with me. Al was a differ- 
ent proposition. 

Being so busy. I hadn’t seen much of him 
since I became “Miss Bronzeville.” He’d 
called a couple, three times as I had to 
refuse his request for a date. But a guilty 
feeling struck me. So when he called the 
next time, I agreed to go to a movie with 
him. 

As it turned out, Al didn’t want to see 
a movie. Instead he took me to dinner 
at a nice restaurant. We got a booth and 
ordered. While we waited for the food, 
Al started talking to me: 

“You're making a mistake, Barb.” 

“How?” 

“Quitting school to go with this band.” 

“Why?” 

I'd known Al would be against this idea. 
But I was sold on it. I was going out. I felt 
that this was my big chance. I liked Al 
very much—but I was sorry: I was going. 
Yet, I didn’t want to hurt him. I tried to 
keep anger out of my voice as I listened 
to him detail all the reasons why I was 
making a fool out of myself. 

“The band business at best is risky,” he 
said. “This band of Rick Rodriquez is 
not a headline outfit. It’s strictly a one- 
nighter band. And that’s a tough life— 
riding all day, staying up half the night in 
smoky dance halls, catching snatches of 
sleep in fleabag hotels, eating rotten food. 


Where do you think all this is going to 
lead to, Barb?” 

“T might get to be a big star and make 
lots of money.” 

“But, Barb, you haven’t had any traip. 
ing in singing—” 

For some reason, I resented his last state. 
ment. I told him: 

“Don’t forget, Al Richards, this was all 
your idea. You entered me in the contest, 
When I didn’t want to go on, you told me 
about my voice. You’re the one who said 
I could sing. Well—I sang and I won, 
Now I’m going to take advantage of this 
break. I may never get another one.” 

“Ts that your final word, Barb?” 

“That's it,” 1 said. 

“I’m sorry,” Al said. “You don’t mind 
if I don’t take you home, do you?” 

He pulled several dollar-bills out of his 
pocket, laid them on the table, got up and 
left. He was gone. That was all. We 
were through. 

Looking back, I know now AI shouldn't 
have done that—if he wanted to win me 
to his side. The best thing he could have 
done was let things ride. Chances are, | 
might have followed his advice in the end. 
But when he cut out on me like he did. he 
crystallized my determination to go on with 
the band— 

—No. I shouldn’t blame Al that way. He 
must have been right, even in leaving me 
at the restaurant table. How can I say 
that he was wrong? Today I’m sitting in 
a jail cell. Al is a big man at the Univer- 
sity of Iowa. 


I'll never forget it. The tour began 
when he left Chicago one Thursday morn- 
ing. headed for Memphis and my first pro- 
fessional date. We traveled in a bus that 
was covered with big lettering that said, 
“RICK RODRIQUEZ AND HIS FAMOUS 
RECORDING BAND.” Besides me and 
Marge. there were 14 guys in the band, 
the bus driver, the road secretary and a 
flunky who handled the baggage, band in- 
struments. and ran errands. Most of the 
guys in the band were youngsters who 
hoped some day to reach their own person- 
al big time. Several of them made pitches 
at Marge and me the first day, but they 
got nowhere. They got nowhere first be- 
cause we wouldn’t let ’em—and second 
because Rick made it his business to stick 
close to us. 

I must confess that I was thrilled. This 
was my first trip out of Chicago. I was the 
featured songstress with a band. I was 
somebody. It was a long ways from high 
school. 

Marge sensed the excitement inside me, 
and I think it scared her some. We were 
rolling along the highway in Southern Illi- 
nois when she said: 

“Don’t get too carried away with this, 
Barb. It’s a long ways from here to being 
a Lena Horne. And, remember, you've 
got to be a good girl. You can’t let any- 
body take advantage of you. If you do, 
you're dead!” 
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I didn’t mean to let anybody take advan- 
tage of me, but I meant to live my new 
life to the hilt, come hell or high water. 
If it came high water, I figured I was a 
good enough swimmer to get out. 

I told Marge: 

“Don’t worry about me. How can I go 
wrong with you here to watch every move 
I make and report to the folks back 
home?” 

Marge didn’t like that, but she said noth- 
ing. I was glad she didn’t. I didn’t want 
to argue with her. But, at the same time, 
I wanted her to know that I was top dog. 

Late Thursday, we reached Memphis 
and holed up at a hotel. It wasn’t a snazzy 
joint by any means, but the room Marge 
and I had was pretty nice. Courtesy, I 
found out later, of Rick Rodriquez. 

Friday night, we began our engagement 
at a club on Beale Street. When I went 
on for the first set, I was nervous. But I 
managed to get through “Careless Love,” 
and that gave me confidence. Before the 
night was over, I had those yokels eating 
out of my hand. I thought I was great. 
Rick and several guys in the band said I 
was great. The people applauded loudly 
and called for more. I exhausted my reper- 
toire of 12 songs that night. I figured I 
was on my way, and I was in love with the 
life. It was great. 

If you say I was a silly little fool, I won’t 
blame you. This was a hard life, too. It 
was just the kind of life Al said it would 
be. But in those early weeks, as we played 
town after town and I won acclaim every- 
where, I never cared. I was happy doing 
what I was doing. 

I wonder how much of my happiness was 
due to Rick’s personal influence. 

Although he was 8 years older than I 
was, we had become strong friends. I felt 
very grateful to him for my break in show 
business and for the extra touches he 
brought to my life. He was kind and 
thoughtful and, it seemed, genuinely con- 
cerned about my career. He was also hand- 
some and talented. I fell in love with him. 

After we had been on tour about six 
weeks, Rick and I became a steady item. 
That is, we began having coffee together 
between sets—or, if not coffee, going for 
short walks when the weather was good. 
On off days, when we laid over in a town, 
Rick and I managed to find something to 
do together. And then I would occasion- 
ally slip out of the room Marge and I 
shared to meet Rick some place. 

As I look back now, it seems strange 
that Marge didn’t take a bigger hand in 
my life than she did. She had come along 
as my chaperone because of my age. She 
had helped me get started on the career. 
But after a very short time, she became 
bored with the life. 

Oh, she and I didn’t have any fusses 
about it. She didn’t threaten to quit. Noth- 
ing like that. Marge just became bored 
with one-nighters, the band business, con- 
stant travel. Yet she felt it was her duty 
to stick through at least one tour. To com- 
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pensate for boredom, she began reading a 
lot. And sleeping a lot. I didn’t have any 
trouble getting away from her whenever I 
wanted to be with Rick. 


NE NIGHT after a show in a deep 
South city, Rick and I went for a walk 
in a park. 

The night was ripe for romance. The 
park was beautifully landscaped, and there 
was a gentle stream flowing through it. 
The moon was out, big and pretty. There 
was both warmth to the night and a soft 
breeze blowing. It was the perfect set- 
ting for our first kiss. 

In the shadows of a big, old tree, Rick 
embraced me and kissed me. 

This was nothing like being kissed by 
Al. Rick was a man, and I could tell the 
difference. I was only 17, but I suddenly 
felt like a full-grown woman. Rick aroused 
my hidden passions. His kisses lighted a 
flame that began to burn inside me and 
grew in intensity like a tune that starts 
softly then climbs in crescendo. 

Only—in this tune there was no harsh- 
ness. No crashing of cymbals. This was 
all melody, yet an unchained melody. 

Rick held me close in his strong arms. 
And in tight embrace with him, I felt that 
I belonged to him, and that he belonged 
to me. I felt natural, like being at home 
by the fireplace. Good and peaceful. I 
felt like this: if we never left the shadows 
of this big, old tree, I wouldn’t care. 

Rick was gentle now. With his arms 
and his lips and his soft voice, he caressed 
me, kissed me on the lips, on my eyelids, 
in my ear; and he said: 

“T love you, Barbara. Very much.” 

My whole being flooded with happiness. 

“T love you, too, Rick. And I feel won- 
derful. You’re the first man I’ve ever 
loved.” 

Rick pushed me back gently so that he 
could look into my face. There was a cute 
little expression on his face as he said: 

“Now, Barbara. You mean I am your 
very first love?” 

“Tt’s true, Rick. 
anyone before.” 

“But, in school—” 

“Oh,” I said. “That kind of love doesn’t 
count here. This, Rick, is real, deep-down 
love. Forever love. The kind of love you 
get married on—” 

Rick released me, and there was a change 
in him. A frown replaced his gentle smile. 
His voice lost its caress. 

“Let’s not spoil it, Barbara. Let’s keep 
We can have plenty of 


I never really loved 


it the way it is. 
fun that-way.” 

I didn’t understand him. 

“What did I say wrong, Rick?” 

“Marriage,” he said. “Don’t start think- 
ing about marriage. You’ve got too much 
of a future ahead of you to think about it 
at your age.” 

“But, Rick, I didn’t say we should get 
married right away. I only said the kind 
of love I feel for you is the kind you can 
get married on—” 
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“I know, Barb. I know what you said. 
I just don’t want you getting any ideas 
that'll . . . that’ll bounce back to hurt you. 
You’re too sweet and too fine and too good. 
I'd never want to hurt you.” 

I was bewildered. Rick seemed worried, 
a bit frightened, somewhat annoyed. All 
at the same time. Why was he making so 
much out of what I had said when I only 
meant— 

“What’re you trying to say to me, Rick? 
I don’t understand.” 

He held me at arm’s length and looked 
deeply into my eyes. For a moment, I was 
held suspended by his gaze, as if time 
stood still and there were no others but us 
in the whole wide world. I stood in antici- 
pation. 

“Barbara.” Rick said softly, “you are 
all that I could ever want in a woman. Oh, 
I know you're only 17. Still you’re a 
woman. A beautiful, talented, lovely wom- 
an. I love you. Barbara. But I can’t marry 
you. I’ve already got a wife.” 

I suddenly felt stupid. Crazy. Ashamed. 
Like a little kid who’s been caught with 
his hand in the cookie jar. Like a fool. 

But I wasn’t really surprised. Just star- 
tled for a moment before realizing that 
Rick had never said one way or the other 
about his being married and I hadn’t 
asked. I hadn’t thought about it. But now 
that I knew, it seemed logical that he 
would be married. He was handsome. He 
made good money with the band. Hand- 
some. Money. He probably had to get mar- 
ried to somebody in self-defense. 

“Where’s your wife, Rick?” 

“In New York. We have an apartment 
up in Harlem and my wife lives there with 
her mother. She works, but she hates to 
travel. So she never follows the band. She 
doesn’t have to know about us. So there’s 
nothing to worry about. Maybe some- 


day—” 
“Yes, Rick?” 
“Well, Barbara, who knows? Isn’t it 


enough for right now that we’re in love? 
Can’t we live on that?” 

“T don’t know, Rick. In a way, it sounds 
good—but in another way, it sounds bad. 
One way, it sounds like you’re the victim 
of a situation. The other way, Rick, it 
sounds like you’re no good. It sounds like 
you want to make sure I'll be around be- 
cause I’m good for business and maybe 
good to—” 

Rick cut me off with a kiss. A passionate 
kiss that started all those fires burning 
again. 

“C’mon,” he said. “Let’s go back to the 
hotel. We'll have a drink and get com- 
fortable.” 

Silently. arm in arm, we returned to the 
hotel. While Rick went ahead to his suite, 
I took a peek into our room. There was no 
worry. Marge was dead to the world. I 
closed the door gently and slipped down 
the hall to Rick’s room. I knocked on the 
door. In a moment, it opened. Rick was 
already comfortable. He was dressed in a 
robe. He had a smile on his face as he 


said, “Princess—do enter into my palace.” 

It was a corny line—but I loved it . . , 
then. I’ve wondered since, of course, 
whether or not Rick cared at all that | 
was 17 and jailbait ... 

The sun was already up when I awoke, 
I felt dizzy and unclean. I felt the need of 
a good bath. Dressing hurriedly and care. 
lessly, I left Rick’s room and went to mine, 

Marge was out. I jumped out of my 
things into the bath-tub. In the soothing 
warmth of the water, I felt better. But | 
knew that I would never be the same again, 


Our tour of one-nighters took us from 
coast to coast and back South. Thanks to 
the records we had made, we were a big 
hit almost everywhere. It was like Moe 
had said. Rick never lost any money for 
promoters. 

The first location job for the band since 
I joined it came at Houston, Texas, after 
we came back from the Coast. We were 
booked into the city’s biggest nightclub 
for a month’s stay. 

I was happy. Although I’d enjoyed the 
one-nighters, traveling, meeting new peo- 
ple. being acclaimed by new audiences-- 
I was a bit weary. Marge and I decided 
that we’d get a suite. We decided that 
after I beat down her argument that she 
was satisfied and maybe we ought to save 
the money. 

Not only did I get a suite, the first day 
in town, I went shopping and splurged on 
clothes for myself and Marge. When she 
protested, I said: 

“Look, Marge. You’ve been swell. I owe 
all of this to you.” 

“Oh, nonsense,” she said. “You could’ve 
made it by yourself. I’m just along for the 
ride.” 

“Like fun,” I said, and we both laughed. 

For a noment, I wondered what Marge 
really thought about Rick and me. Even 
though I had now passed my 18th birth- 
day, I wasn’t really grown. How come she 
had never reprimanded me? Or argued 
with me? Or tried to break us up? And 
you know what I concluded: Marge was 
a square. Although she was living with me 
and traveling with me, she still thought 
Rick and I had an innocent friendship 
going. It’s almost unbelievable, but it’s 
true! 

If there had ever been anything innocent 
about this “friendship” between Rick and 
me, it ceased to be that way the day in 
Houston when Rick came to my room and 
asked: 

“Are you alone?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“How good a friend of yours do you 
think I am?” he asked. 

“A very good friend,” I said, lightly, like 
playing a game. 

“Was there ever a better friend?” he 
asked. 

“No. Never.” 

“Good,” he said. “You have answered 
all of the questions correctly. Now I shall 
present you with our top prize.” He 
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reached into his right-hand coat pocket 
and pulled out a set of keys. He handed 
them to me. 

“What are they for?” I asked. 

“Your new car.” 

“My new car?” 

“Yes. I thought you might like to have 
a car of your own, so you won’t have to 
ride in that bus anymore. So I got you 


” 


one. 

“You bought a car for me, Rick Rodri- 
quez?” 

“That’s right.” 

“What kind of car is it?” I asked. 

“Only the best, baby. A Cadillac.” 

I could hardly believe his words. “You 
mean you bought a Cadillac and it’s 
mine?” He nodded affirmatively. I asked: 
“What do I have to do for it?” 

“Just be a nice girl, Barb. Just be nice 
to me.” 

“And what do I tell Marge?” I asked. 

“Just tell her the truth. Tell her I 
bought a Cadillac for you in appreciation 
of all you’ve done for the band.” 

“For the band?” 

Rick smiled. He told me where the car 
was parked, said he had some other busi- 
ness to tend to, and was gone. 


E HAD HARDLY CLOSED the door 

before I dashed out, on my way to 
see my new Caddie. Rick had parked it in 
a lot next to the hotel. It was a dream! 
Yellow body with black top. A Coupe de 
Ville—no less! If the car hadn’t been right 
there, where I could see it and touch it, 
I wouldn’t have believed it. 

This wasn’t a bad friendship I had 
going with Rick Rodriquez. Right then it 
didn’t matter much to me if I never got to 
marry him . . . as long as things could 
keep going this way. Maybe later for 
marriage. 

The next few months moved swiftly and 
eventfully. I became a good driver. Marge 
became ill and had to quit the tour. After 
some argument with the family, it was 
decided that I could travel alone. I think 
Marge, bless her square soul, cinched 
for me by assuring Mom that I could take 
care of myself. 

Marge’s leaving brought a change in my 
relationship with Rick. Whereas we had 
been more or less discreet, we now tossed 
caution to the winds. While Marge was 
with me, Rick only rode with us in the 
Caddy occasionally. He was real nice 
about that. He never took advantage of 
the fact that he had bought the car. 

But now that Marge was gone, he rode 
with me all the time. I still got a room 
for myself in hotels, and he still got one 
for himself, but we never needed more 
than one. 

For all practical purposes, we were liv- 
ing common-law marriage. Word got 
around that I was Rick’s “old lady.” And 
none of the boys in the band ever made 
passes. But, I should say for them: they 
treated me swell. We got along. I tried 
never to be temperamental with them. I 


was grateful for all they had helped me 
learn about the business. I was thankful 
for the way they gave out in recording 
sessions. For the most part, they were 
fine guys and I was proud to be with them. 

I was so proud to be with them that on 
my 19th birthday, instead of them giving 
me a party, I gave a party for them. 

It was quite a party, too. Fortunately, 
my birthday came on an off-day in St. 
Louis. You know, in some towns, they don’t 
have shows in the clubs every night. Well, 
we were booked into one of those places 
for two weeks, but we only worked the 
weekends. The rest of the time was split 
evenly with one-nighters nearby and off- 
days. So, in St. Louis, my birthday came 
on an off-day. 

The party was a riot. I had stocked up 
on drinks, cold cuts, sandwiches, I threw 
open my suite to the entire band. Then 
after all the boys were there, we locked 
the door and went to town. 

I drank right along with the guys, and 
pretty soon I was feeling fine. The noise 
of the party was deafening, but I didn’t 
care. It was nothing but yakkety-yack— 
everybody talking at once. Talking, eat- 
ing, and drinking. I was talking the most 
I guess, although after a while I noticed 
that my tongue was getting thick. 

As the party went on, I realized that I 
was getting very drunk, but I didn’t care. 
And when Ted, one of the saxophone 
players, passed out some marijuana ciga- 
rettes, I took one because I was drunk 
enough by now to try anything. 

All of us began puffing away on the 
marijuanas and it wasn’t long before I 
felt like I owned the whole world. When 
Rick finally showed up at the party, I knew 
I owned the whole world. Rick joined right 
in the fun and there was no let up until 
around 5 a.m. Then the guys started fiz- 
zling out, dropping off to sleep. I was 
pretty nearly gone myself. I just faintly 
remember Rick suggesting that we leave 
the guys in my place and finish up with 
a little private party of our own in his 
place. 

I don’t remember much about our “little 
private party.” 

What I do remember is that I awoke 
with a bad headache and a thumping in 
the head. Eventually it dawned on me that 
what I thought was a thumping on the 
head. was somebody knocking on Rick’s 
door. Rick was asleep. 

The knocking continued for a few mo- 
ments, then stopped. A woman’s voice 
called out: 

“Mr. Rodriquez! Mr. Rodriquez!” 

I was startled awake. It was Mom. What 
was she doing here? Did she know I was 
in bed with Rick? Since nobody answered, 
why did she keep on knocking? What 
made her so sure someone was in. 

I tried to wake Rick up. I shook him. 
Punched him. 

“Tt’s Mom,” I said. “At the door. An- 
swer her. If she’s looking for me, tell her 
I’m not here.” 
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“What? What?” Rick asked, in a sleep- 
drunk manner. Who in hell’s banging on 
the door.” 

“Tt’s me. Barbara’s mother. Where is 
she?” ; 

Rick was still in a silly way. 

“Oh, Barbara’s right here,” he said. 
“She’s all right. Everything’s O.K. Why 
don’t you go on back to bed? We aren’t 
ready to get up yet?” 

Rick shouted all this toward the door. 
I heard Mom cry out and run down the 
hall. Suddenly I was so mad that I kicked 
Rick and leaped out of bed to dress. 

Rick just lay there laughing ‘at me for 
a moment, then he went back to sleep. 

Furious, I cried and cursed him, then 
ran out of the room to find Mom. 

Evidently somebody had taken her to 
my room. I found her there, sitting on the 
sofa, sobbing. I rushed to her, tears in my 
eyes. 

“Oh, can you ever forgive me, Mom? 
I’ve let you down. I’ve let everybody 
down.” 

She caught me in her arms and hugged 
me, murmuring, “My poor baby. I knew 
we shouldn’t have let you leave home. I 
knew it. I knew it.” I clutched at Mom, 
held her tight, and suddenly I realized 
what a big fool I had been to love so care- 
lessly. Having Mom there, weeping over 
me like this, made me realize that I hadn’t 
been brought up to live the common-law 
marriage that I had with Rick. I had been 
brought up properly. But I had been car- 
ried away. I had made a fool out of my- 
self. I told Mom that. 

“T know how it happened, Barb. I don’t 
blame you. It wasn’t your fault. You are 
young. Rodriquez is a man of much experi- 
ence. But we'll get a lawyer, break your 
contract and everything will be all right.” 

I could hardly believe that Mom was as 
understanding as she sounded. I could 
hardly believe what was happening any- 
way. But it was happening. And I didn’t 
fight it. I think I was relieved. I felt like 
a person coming out of a long binge, or 
like one recovering from a sickness. Only 
thing: I was nearly about recovered yet! 

Just before the show that night, I got 
sick. I became nauseated and I vomited 
something awful in my dressing room. My 
stomach ached. But as badly as I felt, I 
thought it was just a reaction from the 
party and all that drinking and smoking 
the night before. I took some Bromo and 
tried to get myself straight to go on. 

But 15 minutes before I was to go on- 
stage, I fainted. 

I awoke in a hospital room. A doctor 
was talking to Mom. I heard him say: 

“There’s no doubt about it. I’m positive 
that she is at least two months pregnant. 
She’s a strong girl—but she’ll have to 
slow down if she wants to have a healthy 
baby.” 

I heard and I tried not to hear. But I 
knew that I wasn’t dreaming. I could hear 
the anguish in Mom’s voice as she cried. 
I couldn’t bear to let them know I was 
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awake. I forced myself back to sleep— 
and had a nightmare. 

Mother was silent when I left the hos- 
pital the next day. But she wasn’t unkind. 
We rode back to the hotel without a word. 

Rick Rodriquez was standing in the 
lobby as we entered the hotel. And seeing 
him, I was both angry and wondering why 
he hadn’t at least tried to see me in the 
hospital. 

He rushed up now though and asked: 

“What's the matter. Barb? Are you okay 
now? Will you be able to work tonight?” 

Mom stared at him coldly. Then to me 
she said: “You'd better talk to him. Tell 
him everything. I'll be in the room.” 

She left, and I turned to Rick. 

“Tm pregnant!” 

His mouth fell open in surprise, and his 
eyes glazed a bit in fear. But he quickly 
regained his composure and said: “You’re 
joking.” . 

“I wish I were joking, Rick,” I said, 
bitterly. 

“But it can’t be true.” 

I was getting het up. I didn’t want to 
make a scene in the lobby, but I knew that 
if Rick didn’t change his tune, I would. 

“Tt is too true, Rick,” I said. “And let’s 
not try to play innocent.” 

“T can’t believe it.” he said. “I just can’t 
believe that you would do that to me.” 

“Do what to you, Rick? It’s the other 
way around, isn’t it? Do what to you?” 

“Mess around with some other guy—” 

As the realization of what Rick was try- 
ing to do came home to me, I slapped him 
across the face, as hard as I could, and 
ran for the elevator. 

I went on up to my floor and rushed out 
of the elevator, straight in to Ted. He saw 
I was crying and stopped me. 

“What’s cookin’, kid? What’s shaking 
you up like this? Is there anything I can 
do?” 

“Yes,” I said. “Give me a smoke.” 

He understood what I meant. He gave 
me four. 

I hurried to my suite. Mom was sitting 
on the sofa. Hiding the cigarettes in my 
hand. I said to her: 

“Why don’t you go get something to 
eat? I want to think a while. I talked to 
Rick. I'll be all right.” 

I don’t know whether Mom was hungry, 
but she knew I wanted to be alone, so she 
left. 

As soon as she did, I pulled down the 
shades in my bedroom and lit up. 

I thought about the mess I was in. And 
I thought about Al who’d told me so long 
ago that things might turn out like this. 
I hadn’t seen Al in a long time and the 
more I thought about him, the more I 
wanted to see him. 

I knew that Al was just the person to 
get me out of this mess. Al would under- 
stand. He’d know that it wasn’t my fault. 
He’d know that this handsome bandleader, 
Rick Rodriquez, took advantage of me. 
He’d know just what to do. I could depend 
on Al. Al was a good guy. None better 


than Al. Old Pal. I had to see Al. 

I kept on thinking about Al. And as J 
smoked the cigarettes Ted gave me, I got 
wilder and wilder, crazier and crazier, | 
blamed myself for this mess. Then ] 
blamed Rick. The thought crossed my 
mind that I ought to go downstairs and 
kill him. He deserved it. Then I thought 
of Mom. And I blamed her, too. She should 
never have let me go away from home, | 
remembered Marge—and I cursed the 
thought. She had been such a naive, silly, 
square fool. She had been no help at all, 

But Al... now Al. 

Then it came to me: I had a car down. 
stairs. Why didn’t I go to Al? All I had 
to do was drive. In a few hours, I’d be 
with Al and Al would take care of every. 
thing. AI would know what to do. 

High on misery and gagged with mari- 
juana smoking, I rushed out of the hotel, 
went to the nearby garage where I was 
keeping the Cadillac, got it out and headed 
for Al. 

I didn’t really know where Al was. | 
didn’t know whether he was home in 
Chicago or at school in Iowa. But I was 
going to find him. In my drunken stupor, 
I was going to find Al. I had forgotten 
Mom and Rick and the boys in the band, 
I had only one thing in mind. To find Al, 
I was going crazy with the idea. 

As I drove along, I felt a great urge to 
get out of St. Louis, out into open country, 
The streets and houses and signal lights 
seemed to hem me in. They bothered me, 
All those cars in front and back of me 
annoyed me. I had to get away from them, 
I wanted to get away so I could make time 
back to Al. 

I started driving like a maniac. 

Signal lights meant nothing to me now. 
I was going to Al. 

As I sped through St. Louis, I vaguely 
heard a siren blow in the distance. | 
pressed harder on the gas. I saw the figures 
of people as they scurried out of the path 
of the car. I heard horns blowing. But I 
paid no attention. I was getting the hell 
out of town, fast, because I had to see my 
man, Al, about a big problem. I didn’t 
have time to stop for lights and people and 
cars. I had to get a move on. 

What happened next is not fixed right 
in my memory. 

All I know is that there was an old lady 
out there in the street, walking with 4 
cane, trying to get across. She had the 
right of way—the signal said stop! I can 
sort of remember her look of horror as! 
bore down on her in my Cadillac. Hazily, 
I can see her hands go up in the air and 
her pocketbook fly open. I can see the 
cane, I think, as she held it up in an effort 
to ward off the blow of the car. I feel 4 
thud against the car... 


A™? THEN I HEAR the babble of 
voices. People are all around, jabber 
ing. There are more of them running to 
the scene. Then the police arrive. I heat 
their siren rather dimly. Then it comes 
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Juder. Then it is right there, close by. 
Then someone jerks open the door of my 
car and says rather harshly, “You just 
killed a woman!” That’s all I remember. 
| passed out after he said that. 

| don’t know how I lived through the 
days that followed this tragedy. I don’t 
know how I made it through the trial, nor 
how I existed those early months in prison. 
| was lucky to get off with the sentence I 
got. But the misery was terrible. I lost the 
baby. I guess that was a blessing, though. 
What could be more dismal than being 
horn in a prison hospital? 

At first, there were dark clouds all 
ground. Never any sunshine. Never any 
hope. My family didn’t care about me any- 
more. Rick Rodriquez didn’t care about me 
any more. Besides he had plenty trouble 
on his hands. His wife was suing for 
divorce and she was using my case to help 
her side. 

That meant more misery for me—but I 
didn’t mind, I had so much of it. 

It was in the worse days, when I thought 
the sun had gone out forever, that things 
got better. 

Al visited me. 

He was still in the university and he 
hadn’t heard about my troubles right 
away. But, in the school library, he had 
tun across a copy of a paper which told 
about the accident. He had caught the line 
that said: 

“ ,. still in a drunken stupor, the driver 
of the car could not say where she was 
going. She kept repeating a name... Al. 
AL Al... 

Al came to see me. And he understood 
everything. More important, despite all my 
sins and failures and stupidities, he still 
loved me. He said that we'll fight this 
thing together. And when the battle is 
won, he’s going to help me build a life 
that means something. 

I'm paying the price of careless love. 
In daily instaliments. As soon as I have 
the bill paid up. I'll start living again. 
Only this time, I'l] know what living really 
means. THE END 
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BLIND MAN 
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THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE 
That Will Change Your Whole Life! 


IN JUST TWELVE SHORT WEEKS you can 
begin to earn as much as $20.00 a day. Over 
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iF YOU ENROLL NOW you will receive a 
Silver Nurse’s Pin, a Nurse’s Cap, a preci- 
sion Thermometer, a salary receipt book, and 
professional record charts, absolutely FREE 
of extra charge. 

BUT MOST IMPORTANT for your future is 
to get your FREE complete information 
NOW. Without cost or obligation you get a 
FREE SAMPLE LESSON and a FREE 
NURSING BOOKLET by clipping the cou- 
pon at the right and sending it or a post- 


card to us immediately. Your FREE material in Nursing. 
will reach you by return mail. NAME 
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17M56 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago 5, tll. 
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To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 1478-M, Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 








WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 

. 
LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! 
Get that special charm, be irresisti- 
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tender odor of ———.. A tiny drop 
lasts for days. Reg 
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Laxative-Stomach Sweetener! 


Feel half-alive, headachy, suffer 
gassy upset, when stomach is 
soured by constipation? Black- 
Draught* relieves constipation 
while you sleep! Helps sweeten 
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harsh griping. Made from pure 
vegetable herbs. Brings comfort- 
ing relief overnight. Then life 
looks sunny again! Get Black- 
Draught from dealers today. 


*In Powder or Granulated form . da 
now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 


When constipation 
FOR CHILDREN sours children’s di- 
gestion and disposition, get Syrup of Black- 
Draught, Youngsters love this sweet liquid. 
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Wrong Love 


means a great deal to a child who feels 
that she isn’t as good-looking as her sisters. 
That way I got into the habit of studying 
hard all my life. I was valedictorian of 
my high school class and won a scholar- 
ship to a girls’ college, where I majored 
in literature and education. 

Occasionally, Mother used to worry about 
me. “Helen,” she would say, “you don’t 
take enough interest in boys. You can’t 
spend your life with your nose stuck in a 
book.” 

I would just smile at her. I knew where 
my praise was coming from. My sisters 
were fighting tooth and nail to see who 
could have the most dates. But my praise 
came without that struggle. 

“There’s plenty of time for boys,” I'd 
tell mother. “I’m going to be a career 
woman. When I’ve made a name for my- 
self, the men will come to me.” 

Now don’t get the idea that I didn’t like 
boys. I did. But it seemed to me like a 
waste of time to fight for their attention 
when I felt that they would come to me 
sooner or later. 

I graduated with honors at college and 
started teaching high school English in 
San Diego. Still my studies never stopped. 
Each summer I took post-graduate work 
and during the school term spent most of 
my evenings studying advanced work on 
my own. 

In keeping with the career-girl role, I 
got my own apartment, started going to all 
the “smart affairs” in town—and to bars, 
concerts, the canasta clubs. In general, I 
lived it up big. 

But for some reason the men I had ex- 
pected to show up never did. There just 
didn’t seem to be any eligible bachelors. 
Apparently all of them had been snapped 
up while young! 

Anyway, the only possibility for me 
seemed to be Ed Rollins, who taught classi- 
cal languages in the high school where I 
worked. 

Somehow you just don’t think of your- 
self marrying a man who’s a classical lan- 
guage scholar. But, then, Ed was good 
company and we went on a lot of dates. 

Ed was a perfect geritleman and we 
found that we had many interests in com- 
mon. Still I had had in my mind a big, 
handsome, movie-star-looking man who 
would come along to sweep me off my feet 
and take me into a world of adventure. 
That’s the kind of naive kid I was. 

Yet, when Ed finally offered me an en- 
gagement ring, I took it delightedly. I 
hate to admit it, but I think now I figured 
that if other men saw that I was engaged— 
that one man wanted me—they’d become 
interested, too. 

Still I tried to play fair with Ed. I re- 
member telling him: 

“I’m going to be quite blunt with you, 
Ed. I’m not head over heels in love with 
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you, but I like you lots. I’m not going to 
set any date for the wedding.” 

“Well, I’m in love with you, Helen,” he 
said, tolerantly. “And I think you’re in 
love with me. Only: you don’t understand 
the meaning of the word yet. You expect 
some kind of glamor which, at our age, you 
won’t find. I’m content, though, because 
I love you just as you are.” 

At our age! He was 38. And I was 35. 
I wished he hadn’t brought it out like that. 
The years had drifted by without my feel- 
ing them and I was just a little peeved at 
Ed’s thinking about age that way. After 
all, I told myself, no one else realizes 
you're 35! 

That was until the next day at school, 
when I wore my engagement ring. Two of 
the girls noticed it, and I heard one of 
them say: 

“Looks like the old maid finally landed 
Owl Face. Guess they'll get married and 
raise little fuddy-duddies.” 

I winced. A fuddy-duddy! That was 
what these high school kids thought of me. 
And here I had been smugly thinking of 
Ed as being just that. 

I went to the rest room and studied my 
face in the mirror. 

Yes, there were the little wrinkles 
around the eyes, the hint of a double chin 
—and, worst of all, there was that colorless 
look about my skin of a woman who has 
never lived. 

Helen Reynolds, 1 told myself, trem- 
bling, You’ve been a fool. In your vanity, 
you thought that men would some day 
flock to you simply because youw’re you— 
without your doing anything to attract 
them. Now, life has passed you by and 
it’s too late. 

Too late! Oh, God. Of all the bitter 
words in the language, these are the worst. 

It was while I was in this frame of mind 
that Tab Morgan happened to me. 

Two days after the scene I’ve described, 
in the midst of my senior American Litera- 
ture class, the door to my classroom 
opened and there stood a_ wavy-haired, 
football-built boy with a mouth that looked 
like it was sealed in a perpetual kiss. 

“Excuse me,” he said, his bright brown 
eyes looking straight into mine. “I’m 
Tab Morgan. I’m just transferring in. 
They told me to come to this room.” 

“Come in,” I said, trying to act com- 
posed. “We’re very glad to have you. Just 
take this book”—handing him one—‘and 
sit right down there so we can continue 
the lesson. I'll talk to you after class.” 

“Thanks,” he said, as he took the book. 

I was to learn that Tab never said very 
much, but that every word he said was 
spoken as if it were an invitation to sin, 
and was always delivered with that invit- 
ing look that said, “You may be able to 
resist me, but not for long.” I thought it 
was quite audacious for a high school boy! 


He moved down the aisle like som 
wild, feline animal who is temporarily 
tamed, but who knew what he can do whe 
he dares. I watched him as he moved, ag 
sured, husky shouldered, the expressive 
virile hips. 

You must get these ridiculous though 
out of your mind, I told myself, He can; 
be more than 19 years old! 

But this did nothing to quench th 
strange and chemical fire Tab Morgay 
had set off within me. In the words of my 
girl students, he was “atomic!” 

I was relieved to see that his mastery of 
the printed word was not up to his physical 
presence. He handed in an analysis of , 
story two days later, and it was nothing 
short of terrible. I was very pleased, dee 
within me, to hand it back to him with the 
lowest mark in the class. But he only used 
this, as he used everything, as a spring. 
board toward getting something for hin. 
self. 

“I'm afraid I’m not good at writing 
Miss Reynolds,” Tab apologized in a voice 
that sounded almost humble. “But if you 
could give me a little outside help.” 

I didn’t really believe he meant it. |t 
was one of the oldest tricks in the book for 
a student who wanted to butter up a teach 
er, but I intended to call his bluff on it. 

“Yes, Tab, I'll be glad to—any time” 

Tab didn’t waste any time on the fol. 
low-up. He came to my apartment that 
night. 

“Say,” he said, admiringly, “this is a 
nice place you’ve got here.” 

“Thanks. I decorated it myself.” 

“T thought so,” he said. “It’s in such 
good taste. Just like you.” 

If he thought he was going to flatter 
me that easily and get by with it, he was 
mistaken. 

“I’m surprised you have difficulty writ 
ing, Tab. You express yourself so well in 
person.” 

“That’s different,” he said, looking a 
me with those sensuous brown eyes 
“When I’m with someone, I sort of catch 
the mood they’ve got—if you see what | 
mean. When I’m listening to you talk 
about literature, I feel what you feel. But 
when I try to read or write, it’s nothing 
but dull, cold words to me.” 

“You just don’t read enough. Her, 
listen to this—” 

I read for him a passage from the story 
assignment for the next day. 

“Do you see how the author, in just 4 
few beautiful sentences, has put down al 
that it took years of living to experience?” 

“Yes,” he said with excitement, “I se 
it with you. You do something to make it 
all come alive. I think it’s because you'r 
so warm and alive yourself.” 

I found myself actually blushing with 
pleasure. I had been complimented fot 
many things, but in all my life, no one had 
ever called me warm and alive before. 

How could I know that for Tab I was 
just a cheap, five-finger exercise? That 
all his life he had been making older wom 
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en feel that they were “warm and alive” 
yhen in actuality it was he who had these 
qualities, and it was the reflection of Tab 
that we all felt. And to him, poor, mixed- 
up boy, it was just a line. 


AB WAS A WONDERFUL MIMIC. 
I The next day in school, when I asked 
him to explain the story to the class, he 
aid: “The author, in just a few beautiful 
gntences. has put down all that it took 
years of living to experience. 

The words sounded vaguely familiar, 
hut I was in such a warm daze that I 
didn’t realize he took them straight from 
me. 

Tab dropped by again the next night. 
Then he skipped a night or two. Then he 
came one night, and the next. And it got 
3 that I looked forward to his coming 
and was upset when he didn’t come. I 
couldn’t, of course, allow myself to think 
about what was happening. I was too 
proper for that. I told myself that we 
were both just fond of literature. I got to 
thinking about him so much and wanting 
him near me so much that I stopped going 
out nights almost entirely—just so I would 
be home in case he should drop by. 

After a few weeks of this, Ed 
plained! 

“You've been working too hard lately, 
Helen,” he said. “You don’t ever go out 
with me anymore. That’s bad.” 

“Now, Ed. You said you loved me as I 
am. This sort of mood comes and goes. 
I'll get over it:” 

But though I told him this—how could 
I know myself what it was to get over and 
how long it would take? 

I had a birthday and Mom and Dad 
held a party for me. Ed gave me a beau- 
tiful diamond bracelet. I enjoyed being 
home with the family and doing all the 
silly things that you do at home parties. 
But when I went into the bedroom once 
during the party, I found myself thinking: 
“Wonder what Tab’s doing tonight?” 

Suddenly I knew what was happening. 
I looked into the mirror at my crinkled 
skin and I was scared. 

Helen, I told myself. 
too deep. This is very 
treading on. You'd better put a stop to it 
before you and the boy both get hurt. 

By this time, of course, I wasn’t living 
at home, but had an apartment of my own. 

When I arrived at the apartment that 
night, there at the head of the stairs fast 
asleep with an armful of red roses in his 
arms sat Tab. He woke as I came 
to him. 

“Hello, 


grin. 


com- 


youre in entirely 
thin ice you're 


close 


teach,” he said with a sleepy 
“Thought you’d never come home. 
Fine example you set for your students, 
happy birthday!” 

He handed me the flowers. 

“Oh, Tab,” I cried with pleasure. “ 
did you find out?” 

“I cared enough about you to make it 
my business,” he said. 

“Come on in while I put the roses in 
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ECZEMA 


“TI handle heavy machines in my work. 
Eczema broke out on my hands making 
them itch and sting. I tried many lotions 
and ointments without relief. A friend 
of mine told me to try Black and White 
Ointment and I did. It gave me such 
relief from burning, itching sting, I keep 












Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm, tetter. Trial size 15¢. 
Regular size still only 25¢ and you get 44 
times as much in the large 75¢ size! Save— 
buy the large economy sizes. Cleanse skin 
daily with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 


a jar at work and one at home.” 


Meredith Johns 
Chicago, Iil. 
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This grouping contains top hit ballads, 
rock, and rhythm tunes. 

Our biggest record value in years. For 45 
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ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
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- diamonds look like a ‘‘million dol- 
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Clever-Charming! Each set has tiny saucer 
(34 in. dia.) and dainty matching cup 
(iy in high) with permanently “planted” 
multicolor fabric flowers Both posy- 
painted, glazed china pieces fit securel 

on wood display stand Two complete sets 
plus delicate Spring flower boutonniere, 
$2.00 value, only $1.00 postpaid. Order #68 


Walter Field Co. Dept. 188, Chicago 6 Ill. 
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a | LOST... pep and energy. I never 


felt as good as I could.. 
I should until I started taking §.$.$. TONIC to 
re-build my iron-starved blood.” §.$.$. TONIC 
supplies that extra iron energy you need to feel 
as good as you should. Iron Deficiency Anemia 
slows you down. Start today with §.§.§. and 
watch how this potent iron tonic begins to 
perk up your appetite and to make 
you feel good again fast! This combination of iron and 
Nature’s own roots and herbs has never been duplicated. 
Millions depend on §.$.S. TONIC to keep them feeling 

as good as they should. Why don’t you? §.S.S. 
TONIC, in liquid or convenient tablets, is at 
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. as good as I knew 
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water,” I said. “But you can only stay a 
minute.” 

The roses meant more to me than Ed’s 
diamond ever could. I put them in water 
and set them on a table. 

“You always know just the right thing 
to do, Tab,” I said, bursting with happi- 
ness, 

“You’re right about that,” he said, mov- 
ing up close to me. 

I looked at him nervously, my eyes ask- 
ing what he meant by that. He took me 
into his arms and kissed me in a way that 
I hadn’t known teen-agers could kiss. In- 
deed, in a way I hadn’t known people 
kissed. 

“Tab! You mustn’t!” 

But I felt everything inside of me on 
fire as if I were a gigantic church bell that 
had just been rung and was vibrating 
wildly. 

He just held me all the closer and kissed 
me again. 

“You don’t care about what we mustn’t 
do any more than I do,” he said. “We 
both know what’s got to be and that’s it!” 

I wish I could say that I pushed him 
gently aside, that I reminded him that al- 
though he was aflame with all the passion 
of 19, he was still a boy only about half 
my age, that I concluded the little affair 
right then, married Ed and that was an 
end of it. 

But such was not the case. That was 
merely the beginning. Tab was in my blood 
now and I had not the self-control, the 
decency, nor the strength to be rid of him. 

I made every foolish little mistake in 
the book after that. I bought him a shirt 
and tie. Then a sweater to match. Then a 
suit because he really did have to keep 
up his appearance. Then a watch because 
it was his birthday. I loaned him spending 
money, which he never returned. 

He responded to all these expensive 
little attentions like a beautiful, prize-win- 
ning cat that is pleased to be petted—so 
long as it wants to be petted. And in the 
raptures of my 34-year-frustration, I made 

the most ridiculous gesture of all time. I 
wrote love poems to Tab! One of them 
ended this way: 


“T care not what the end may be, 
“T’ll have this love that should not be.” 


I autographed them and sent them to 
him. He told me that he thought it was - 
the most beautiful poetry he’d ever read. 
{nd I—simple fool—believed every word 
he said. 

But finally his borrowing got out of 
hand. 

“I'd like to lend you more, Tab,” I told 
him, “but there just isn’t any more. I’ve 
had a lot of expenses lately, and .. .” 

“Okay,” he said. “Tell you what. Let 
me have a few of the guys in for a poker 
game. I could’ve made plenty at that, but 
up to now I didn’t know where we might 
play.” 

“But won’t that be dangerous?” I asked. 
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“There'll be noise, and you know how 
neighbors can be about noise.” 

“These guys aren’t going to be dancing,” 
Tab said. “These guys are poker players. 
Poker players are like chess players. Quiet 
and concentrated.” 

“All right, Tab. But nobody from the 
school, please. I wouldn’t dare risk a thing 
like that.” 

“Don’t worry, baby,” he said. “I’m no 
dummy. Think I want you to lose your 
job?” 

It was the first time I realized how 
mercenary Tab was. 

He had the “guys” in the night I went 
to the Professional Women’s Club meet- 
ing. I came home after 11 and was thank- 
ful to see that Tab and his friends had all 
left. But the place reeked of stale smoke 
and empty liquor glasses were everywhere. 
I don’t know what I’d expected—certainly 
not a crowd of choir boys. But, on the 
other hand, where did Tab meet people 
like this? And where might it all be lead- 
ing? I would have to speak to him about it. 

I did, and he didn’t take it too well. 

“Why should I be careful?” he asked 
sarcastically. “Look at you. You're not, 
and you seem to be enjoying yourself.” 

After that remark, “seem” was all I did. 
It showed me just how cruel Tab could 
be, just how ruthless and self-serving when 
he felt he didn’t have to be nice to get 
what he wanted. If I'd had an ounce of 
character, I’d have put a stop to it right 
then. 

For my own good. But I was like some- 
one on a roller-coaster who wishes she 
weren’t there, but once on, has to finish 
out the ride. It was as if once involved 
with evil, I was powerless to stop its drift, 
but had to sit with horror-stricken, yet 
fascinated, eyes while it sucked me fur- 
ther into its vacuum. 

Tab’s great attractiveness to girls now 
became a source of annoyance to me in- 
stead of pleasure. It had been fun for a 
while to watch them drooling over him 
and thinking that he belonged to me. But 
now that I knew he belonged to me only 
so long as he needed me, it was a different 
story. And I was unreasonably jealous. I 
got angry not only when he looked at 
them, but when they looked at him. 

Yow’re being perfectly ridiculous, Helen, 
I'd tell myself én these occasions. Get a 
hold of yourself. 

But it was like an alcoholic who tells 
himself these things, and then reaches for 
another drink. 

There was one girl in particular who 
infuriated me. Estrellita. A hot-eyed little 
Spanish girl who looked a full match for 
Tab—and who looked like she was out to 
prove it. I would catch her eyeing him in 
class on more than one occasion. I saw 
them talking together in the hallway. I 
suspected that he was seeing her on nights 
when he wasn’t with me. But I hated to 
say those things to him. 

Tab knew what a hold he had on me. 
If he realized that I was jealous, too, it 





would be just that much greater on }j 
side. 

Yet—I couldn’t let the subject alone, 

“Estrellita seems to like you,” I saij 

one evening as we sat around having high. 
balls. 

“Uh, huh,” he grunted with disinterey 

“Do you like her, too?” 

“She’s all right.” he said, noncommi, 
tally, which was more annoying than if ly 
had said he was madly in love with her, 

“T suppose you want to learn Spanish 
as well as English,” I said, acidly. 

“What’s eating you?” he _ growled 
“Aren’t you getting enough attention 
satisfy you?” 

I ground my teeth together and wey 
into the kitchen and poured more drinks 
Tab and I were drinking more and mor 
all the time and any pretense of a mutual 
interest in literature had dwindled con. 
pletely away. 

Tab began to bring the “guys” in mor 
and more often. He didn’t wait now to se 
whether it would disturb my plans and 
never bothered to ask permission. He 
simply brought them up there with an air 
that if I didn’t like it, there was very littk 
I could do about it. 

My command of my school subjects had 
been slipping of late. Where formerly | 
had devoted several evenings a week to 
preparation of my lesson plans. I now 
neglected them entirely, relying on mem 
ory of previous classes I had had. The 
result that I was getting rusty and could 
see it reflected in the faces of my students, 

Where before I had seen them keenly 
interested, they now had that “Oh,-well; 
this-is-just-another-period - I - have - to - sit 
through-to-graduate” look. 

I had taken such pride in my work that 
this hurt me. So long as I had been de 
voting my nights to Tab, and he to me,! 
had not minded. But now that the guys 
started coming up nearly every night, » 
that I could not be alone to think or con 
centrate on my class work, and now that 
Tab was devoting the attention to his poker 
and dice games that he formerly had de 
voted to me, I had no world of my ow 
whatever. 

One night when they got far too loud, 
I spoke to him about it. 

“Tab,” I said, “This really is getting to 
be too much. I don’t get any time for my 
research any more and I’m afraid someone 
will find out. These guys—well, they're 
sure to get you in trouble. Anyone can sé 
the type of .. .” 

“What’s the matter” Tab asked harshly. 
“Don’t you like my friends?” 































































Then, when he saw the grim look m 
my face, he jerked me up close to him 
and said: 

“You like anything I like, honey.” 

With his lips hot on mine, I was helpless 
in my wrong love—and melted in his arms 

Still, his “friends” made me_ nervous. 
They were the type you see out in front 
of pool halls, the type that sooner or latet 
become gangsters. I knew that this busi 
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yess would come to no good end. 

One morning, between classes, Estrellita 
ame up to me in the hallway. Her eyes 
yere blazing with fury. She looked like 
ame kind of animal out for prey. 

“They tell me you like my boy friend,” 
che said. 

I tried to keep my poise. The hall was 
full of students, all curious about what 
was going on. 

“lm afraid I don’t know what you’re 
ulking about, Estrellita,” I said. the lie 
burning in my throat. 

“Tab.” she said. “Tab Morgan.” 

“Why Tab is one of my best students, 
fstrellita. I admire his kind. But there’s 
nothing more to it. And don’t forget: he’s 
aboy and I’m a woman twice his age.” 

“Don’t you forget,” she said savagely, 
and she looked at me as if her hot blood 
tld more than her lips ever could. 


\ Y LIFE WAS MISERY after that. 
I Tab stopped being kind to me. He 
knew that he had me trapped in the web 
of desire and that he could treat me any 
way he wanted to. 

Whenever I complained, he gripped me 
in the vise of his arms and I knew there 
was no use trying to escape. 

Will power didn’t extend to this field, 
and I would hate myself for being prey to 
something so low, yet so compelling, that 
it had reduced me from the status of an 
independent woman to a spineless creature 
with no will of her own. 

The parties got worse and worse, bigger 
and bigger, noisier and noisier. Then one 
night, when I came in late, I found that 
they had a girl there. 

The poor little thing was no older than 
Tab and, aside from natural good looks, 
she was emaciated and exhausted. Also, 
she was quite drunk. She had on her face 
that hard look which is the mark of her 
profession. 

Icalled Tab into the kitchen. 

“You’ve got to get her out of here,” I 
cried. “This time, you’ve gone too far.” 

“Who’s gonna make me?” he snarled, 
drunkenly. He stomped back into the liv- 
ing room, and I followed. 

“Tab! Tab!” 

The girl had disappeared. I heard her 
girlish giggle from the bedroom. 

“Tab,” I screamed. “This has got -to 
stop. This is insane.” 

“Look, here, stupid.” he said. “You keep 
your trap shut or I'll be forced to show 
the school board some of those pretty 
Poems you wrote to me. They might not 
understand too well about the ‘love that 
should not be,’ the wrong kind of love— 
particularly from an old bag like you.” 

I looked at him in horror and couldn’t 
help bursting into tears. So that was all 
my love had ever meant to him. He had 
never cared about me from the first, nor 
about the literature he pretended meant 
so much to him. In fact, he was contemp- 
tuous of the whole set-up. To him there 
was no beauty in it anywhere, only cheap- 
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ness, the means to an end. 

He had sold himself in order to get 
something he wanted. And then when he 
had the upper hand, he had marched in 
ruthlessly and taken what he wanted. 
What a wicked and stupid fool I had been! 
But I was going to be a fool no longer. 
That slap that he had given me by calling 
me an “old bag” was the dash of cold 
water that brought me to my senses. 

“Go ahead and go to the school board, 
Tab,” I said. “While I’m going down to 
the police station. I’ve got about 12 times 
as much to tell on you as you have on me.” 

He saw that I had called his bluff, and 
he pulled me to him. 

“Aw, c’mon, honey,” he said, “you know 
you won’t do a thing like that because 
you can’t live without me.” 

I raised my arms and shoved him away 
from me. 

“Then I'll die without you!” I shouted. 
“But get this straight. You and I are 
through. I may be an ‘old bag,’ but you’re 
nothing but a cheap young punk. Now 
get this bunch of bums and that .. . that 
girl out of here before I call the police.” 

“Oh, no you don’t,” he cried, grabbing 
for me again. “No woman’s ever walked 
out on me before. Women don’t walk out 
on Tab Morgan!” 

He grabbed at my blouse and tore it 
off my body. “I’ve got a thing or two to 
show you sweetheart.” 

I was so furious that I probably would 
have killed him if I had had a gun in my 
hands. I shoved him with all of my 
strength. He toppled over a chair and 
crashed to the floor. I leaped on him and 
ripped off the shirt he was wearing—a 
lovely pastel nylon thing I had given him. 

Apparently Tab had hurt himself, for 
he just lay there on the floor. All the guys 
started laughing hysterically. And then, 
to my amazement, Tab started crying. 

He just blubbered and blubbered and 
blubbered like a girl. 

I saw then that he had always used his 
handsomeness as a shield, but that inside 
he was just a coward, bluffing his way 
through life. I had been fool enough to 
be caught by it. 

Just then came a loud knock on the 
door. Before I could move, it crashed in- 
ward and four cops poured into the room. 
My first thought was that the neighbors 
had called the cops because of the noise. 

“Very cozy,” one big, burly cop said, 
surveying the scene. “But, lady, with no 
clothes on, you might catch cold!” 

Meanwhile, another cop invaded the. 
bedroom. There he found the boy and girl. 

The rest of the story is newspaper his- 
tory. You probably read it all. The lurid 
testimony at the hearing, how they dis- 
missed me from the school system. 

It wasn’t until I read the newspaper 
that I realized just how bad things had 
been, when viewed objectively. Of course, 
I didn’t intentionally lead any youngsters 
astray, but I suppose that would have 
been the next step, if things had been 
let go. 
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Who knows what might have happened? 
Kids from my own school might have been 
using drugs, indulging in sex orgies, every- 
thing bad. I only knew that despite all the 
filth I had lived through, the disgrace of 
it all, I was thankful that God let me out 
of it before it got any worse. If things had 
gone much further, I might have ended up 
a suicide. 

As soon as possible, I packed my bags 
to leave town. 

The family stood by me loyally—but I 
knew they didn’t understand. 

I returned Ed’s ring and refused to see 
him again. He might have felt that the 
manly thing to do was to stick by me. I 
didn’t want to ruin his reputation as well 
as mine. 

I was on the railroad station platform, 
awaiting a train to Chicago, when Ed 
found me. 

“Helen,” he said, breathlessly as he 
rushed up, “I’ve been half crazy trying to 
get in touch with you.” 

“IT can imagine, Ed. But you can’t pos- 
sibly understand what happened and I 
just don’t have the strength to explain 
things now—” 

“No explanation is needed, Helen,” Ed 
said. “You were simply in love.” 

*“_T honestly thought that’s what it was, 
Ed—” 


“Helen—it’s natural for any woman 


your age to ... well, to start worrying 
about losing her youth and her attractive 
ness, to try to make it up to herself , ,, 
and she, frankly speaking, sometimes ca) 
make a fool of herself.” 

“T must be the prize—” 

“Forget it, Helen. Don’t you see: ['p 
old enough to understand these thing, 
I’m human, too, you know, and I’m ng 
going to condemn you for being human,” 

A sunny, bright realization came oye; 
me. 

“Do you mean to say, Ed, that you stil] 
love me after all that’s happened?” 

“That’s what love is, Helen. It’s no 
something you shut off because of the bad 
times.” 

“Oh, Ed,” I said, tears coming to m 
eyes. “I wish I’d understood before. I’ve 
needed that kind of love so badly.” 

“You still do, Helen. That’s why I’n 
offering it to you. And—I need you, too.” 

That was eight months ago. Ed finished 
out the school year at the high school and 
then rushed to join me in Chicago. We 
were married. 

Ed has been kind, generous, patient— 
far more of a husband than I have de. 
served. With his love, I’ve regained some 
kind of self-assurance, a knowledge that 
there are good things in the world, things 
more important and lasting than blind, 
self-destroying desire. THE END 





Blackmail Baby 


to the backstage entrance. I was expert at 
jiving my way past adamant doormen. 
Sometimes I was a reporter for a high 
school paper. Other times, I just used 
charm and persistence. I always made it 
to my goal. With the admiration-stricken 
Sarah trailing me, I got through the de- 
fenses and downstairs into the room where 
the boys in the band always rehearsed and 
dressed. 

We entered to a chorus of whistles and 
fresh remarks. 

“T want to see Jim Hamlin,” I told one 
of the musicians. 

“Hey, Jim,” he called out, with a big 
grin on his face. “Here’s a live one—two 
of ’em.” 

Jim Hamlin came swiftly forward, but- 
toning his shirt. He was even more hand- 
some than I’d been able to tell from 
watching him on stage. 

“Hey, beautiful,” he hailed me. “What 
can I do for you?” 

Sarah had been drawn into a conversa- 
tion with a tubby-stomached bass player. 

“T want your autograph, Mr. Hamlin,” I 
said sweetly, “I think you’re the greatest. I 
go to sleep nights, playing your “Sweet 
Dream” over and over again in my room.” 

Joe looked pleased. 

“Well, that’s real wonderful of you, 
baby,” he said. I saw his eyes, expertly 
taking in every detail of me. 

He guided me back to a little table, took 
a beautiful glossy print picture out of an 
envelope and began to autograph it. 


(Continued from Page 38) 


“What’s your name, honey?” 

“Joan,” I answered breathlessly, | 
looked around to see if anyone was listen 
ing. Then I told him nervously. 

“Mr. Hamlin, I’d like to organize a far 
club for you and I need some advice about 
how to do it. Is it possible . . . could! 

Jim smiled shrewdly. 

“Meet me this afternoon—five o’clock- 
after the second show—over at Cas 
Chicken Shack on Twenty-Seventh. Well 
talk about it.” 

I was hoping this wasn’t just a brush 
off, that Jim hadn’t guessed my age. 

“You won’t stand me up, will you 
Jim?” I pleaded. “I’m really serious about 
this.” 

“Stand you up,” he echoed, amazel. 
“Don’t be silly, sweetheart. I’m not.” 


Y HEART POUNDED with happ 

ness. I was confident that all | 
needed was to get him by myself. Hel 
belong to me for sure. 





Sarah was thrilled and excited. 

I acted as though having a rendezvou' 
with a noted musician was just part 0 
the day’s routine. 

For all my boldness, I was getting coll 
feet as five o’clock approached—we hai 
gone back into the theatre to sit out th 
next show and picture. I tried to persuate 
Sarah to come along with me when I me 
Jim. But to her that would have repr 
sented some kind of sacrilege. 
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“He doesn’t want to see me,” she whis- 
pered. “He wants to see you.” 

Sarah believed that Jim was the one 
who had made the overtures about meet- 
ing me. That’s what I had led her to 
believe. 

Promptly at five. I was at the Chicken 
Shack, a neat, well-run place where there 
were discreet little booths just made for 
tete-a-tete. 

Jim came in about fifteen minutes late 
—and just as I was wondering if he had 
forgotten all about me. 

“Hi, Fan Number One,” he said gaily, 
tossing his hat up on the rack and sliding 
into a seat opposite me. “What you gonna 
have?” 

“Oh, I don’t really want anything to 
eat.” I told him. “I just .. .” 

“Well, I’m starved,” he interrupted. 
“And I make it a practise never talk busi- 
ness on an empty stomach or to someone 
with an empty stomach. So, if it’s only a 
sandwich you order, you’ve got to join me. 
By the way, it was business you wanted 
to talk, wasn’t it?” 

The merry, knowing twinkle in Jim’s eye 
left me almost speechless. 

I ordered a barbecued chicken dinner 
and Jim wolfed down a large order of 
chicken. We passed small, light conversa- 
tion, Jim doing the most of the talking. 
He skilfully found out my age, asked me 
about school, my folks, told me something 
about his work, how he was so thrilled at 
his suddenly-found success. We were sip- 
ping coffee after the plates had been 
cleared away when Jim leaned forward, 
his beautiful brown eyes focused on me 
intently. 

“This fan club business is just so much 
rot, isn’t it, baby? That was your excuse 
to ask for a date, wasn’t it?” 

His utter frankness confused me. 

“Well, I. . .” I began. 

He smiled. “It’s all right, baby,” he 
told me. “You’re enough fan club for me. 
I admire your nerve. Same way I would 
have gone about it if I’d wanted a date 
with you. And I would if I had known 
you. Now that I do, I want to see you as 
much as possible while we’re here. That 
is, if you feel the same way.” 

“Oh, I do, Jimmy,” I said. I was feeling 
awfully good, yet a little defeated by the 
way the situation had turned around. Here 
I was supposed to be doing the scheming 
and it seemed I had chased Jimmy until 
he caught me. 

There was one thing that worried Jim- 
my, it came out in the conversation. He 
wondered what my folks would think 
about my seeing him. I told him airily that 
what they didn’t know couldn’t possibly 
hurt them. I had the situation under con- 
trol. Actually, I was wondering how I 
would manage. For instance, Jimmy 
wanted me to see him again that night 
after he got through working. 

“I'm not trying to give you the rush 
act,” he explained. “But, after all, we'll 
only be here a short time.” 
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Where there’s a will, there’s a way, how- 
ever. I finally schemed up something. My 
mother’s youngest sister, Aunt Neffie, lived 
in Harlem. She was more like a girl friend 
to me than an aunt. I went to see her 
after I left Jimmy. 

“Aunt Neffie, all I want you to do is to 
call Mother and ask her to let me stay 
over here with you for a week,” I ex- 
plained. “You can find some kind of 
excuse. I’ve just got to be able to see 
Jimmy without having to run home to 
Brooklyn every night and getting bawled 
out for keeping late hours.” 

“What about school, sweetie?” Neffie 
asked me anxiously. “They’ll think it’s 
kind of queer your wanting to stay over 
here and take the subway over to Brooklyn 
every morning to go to school.” 

“But that’s just it. I don’t want to go 
to school all next week—while Jimmy’s 
here,” I explained. “Can’t you say you 
need me for something. That you’re not 
feeling well—anything. I can afford to 
miss school for a week. I’ll work real hard 
and catch up. Please, Aunt Neffie.” 

My aunt agreed and after some persis- 
tent work on Mother, got her to agree also. 
Happily, I went home to Brooklyn to get 
sufficient clothes for the week. Mother 
was a little suspicious when she saw me 
taking all my best things along. But she 
didn’t say anything. I guess she was saving 
her arguing strength for Dad when he got 
home that night. 

Even though Aunt Neffie had awfully 
liberal ideas, she gave me a little warning 
talk about not getting too carried away 
with Jimmy. I decided that I wanted her 
to meet him. I knew he’d like my auntie. 
Even though Mother and Dad didn’t really 
approve of her too much—she was my 
idol. She had a small, smart dress shop in 
the midtown area and she was youthful- 
looking and stylish at all times. 

The night of my first date with Jimmy, 
he kidded me mercilessly about my being 
“jailbait.” 

“Honey, I don’t know where to take a 
young and tender thing like you,” he told 
me. “I might get locked up for robbing 
the cradle. Besides, do you drink?” 

All the dignity of my sixteen years was 
offended by his kidding, but he was falling 
right in with my plans. 

“Of course I drink,” I told Jimmy a 
trifle irritably. “Tell you what let’s do. I 
don’t go too much for night clubs anyhow. 
How about coming up to Edgecombe and 
meeting my Aunt Neffie. You’ll love her. 
She’s got a nice place and we can take a 
bottle up there, listen to some records and 
dance—especially to your “Sweet Dream.” 

Jimmy hesitated. 

“Want me to be frank, chicken?” he 
asked. “I’m not the sociable type that 
likes sitting around talking to girls’ rela- 
tives. I’m here in the city for just a few 
days, as you know and I’m out to have 
one hell of a time. I want to take you 
somewhere where we can be alone for a 
while. After all, baby, you may be just 
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sweet sixteen, but I can tell you know the 
score. Now, if that’s not the way you want 
it, let me know and we can forget the 
whole thing.” 

Once again I was terrified by Jimmy’s 
frankness. He certainly was cold and busi- 
nesslike about things. But I didn’t want 
to let him walk out on me just like that. 
After all, he was terribly attractive and I 
figured I could stall him along and keep 
the situation from getting too much out 
of hand. 

So I assured him that Aunt Neffie wasn’t 
the type of relative who sits around and 
keeps watch. I persuaded him to take me 
to her apartment. 

True, I’d been anxious for Jimmy and 
my aunt to hit it off. But it was a little 
annoying that they clicked so admirably 
right off the bat. 

“This is your aunt?” Jimmy demanded 
in amazement, giving Aunt Neffie an 
openly frank inspection when I introduced 
them. “My gosh, is your whole family a 
bunch of sixteen-year-old dolls?” 

Aunt Neffie laughed that one off, but I 
could tell she loved it. We sat around and 
talked for an hour or so. I was getting 
bored with the convresation since it was 
mostly between Aunt Neffie and Jimmy. I 
was thinking ironically of Jimmy’s state- 
ment that he wasn’t sociable with rela- 
tives. Well, he was being a little too soci- 
able with a certain relative of mine to 
make me feel comfortable. As for Aunt 
Neffie, once she got a couple of good 
scotches down, she became a personality 
completely new to me. She sparkled and 
flirted and acted—for my money—like a 
perfect fool. 

Finally, Aunt Neffie looked at her watch 
and remarked that she had to make real 
early time in the morning. She told us to 
make ourselves comfortable—that she was 
going to bed. I almost applauded. 

I thought that Jimmy held her hand a 
little long telling her goodnight and put 
unnecessary emphasis on his wish that he’d 
get to talk to her some more very soon. 
But when Aunt Neffie left the room, I 
dismissed my silly, jealous thoughts. I 
didn’t have time for them. I found out 
that Jimmy Hamilton was a fast, terrify- 
ingly fast worker. 

We danced to soft lights and low, throb- 
bing music and Jimmy concentrated on 
seeing that I had an ample supply of 
scotch. I didn’t want him to find out how 
unaccustomed I was to drinking, so I 
didn’t resist as he poured drink after 
drink for me. Soon I didn’t care. For, 
soon, everything about us fused into a 
glorious rosebud haze and all I knew was 
that Jimmy’s arms, strong and thrilling, 
were around me, that we were dancing so 
close that it seemed almost unlike dancing, 
but instead an embrace of love. 

“Sweet Dream” was playing on the juke 
box—over and over. I felt as though I 
were in fairyland—listening to beautiful 
music, dancing with a beautiful man—the 
man who created the music. Suddenly, 


without warning, Jimmy crushed me eveg 
closer to him. His lips came down on mine 
and it was like waking on a warm summer 
night to feel jagged, painfully glorioys 
lightning streaking over you. Never—ip 
spite of all the boys I’d kissed—had | 
experienced a kiss like Jimmy’s. It was go 
brutal it was hurtful and yet I couldn’ 
get away, didn’t want to. I wanted him 
to kiss me more. 

We stood in the middle of the floor, 
kissing. Jimmy’s hands found the nape of 
my neck, fingers ran disturbingly through 
my hair. I felt so warm and wonderful | 
wanted to scream. I knew something wrong 
was about to happen and I knew that | 
wouldn’t be able to prevent it, that I didn’t 
want to try. I knew it when he led me to 
the couch, when once more his lips 
pressed against mine, only this time—de. 
manding—a demand I couldn’t resist .,, 

Two hours later, I was standing at the 
door of the apartment, kissing Jimmy 
goodnight. I was his now, I told myself, 
I belonged to him and any troubled con. 
science I should have felt because I had 
given myself to a man was swallowed up 
in a bursting love for him which made me 
want to shout on rooftops, dance in the 
middle of the street. I was in love, in love, 
in love. 

As for Jimmy, I just knew he felt the 
same way. He had told me that I wasn't 
the type of girl he’d been used to; that he 
almost felt ashamed to let things happen 
as fast as they did; that he wanted to see 
as much of me within the next few days, 
as possible. 

Aunt Neffie surprised me the next morn- 
ing. When I asked her whether she’d liked 
Jimmy, an unnecessary question, she said 
she thought he was fine but wasn’t I a 
little too young to be fooling around with 
him. 

“But he’s only twenty-five,” I told her. 
It wasn’t like Aunt Neffie to think like 
that and—for one foolish minute—I got 
the queer feeling that she was jealous of 
me. After all, she did have a reputation 
for going around with men about Jimmy’: 
age—even if she was ten years his senior. 
And the way she’d acted last night... 


DISMISSED THE THOUGHT as un 

worthy and concentrated on waiting for 
Jimmy’s call. He’d promised to phone me 
in the early afternoon before the first 
show. I assumed I’d meet him for lunch 
or something—anything, just to see and be 
with him again as soon as I could. 

The phone rang several times—back in 
Aunt Neffie’s room—but each time she told 
me it was someone else. I didn’t realize 
the significance of the fact that—after that 
business about getting to the shop early— 
my aunt had decided to stay home and 
“take care of some paper work.” She 
spent a deal of the day in her room and 
I heard her on the phone in a long, earnest 
conversation. About five o’clock when | 
was really giving up the idea that Jimmy 
would call me, the bell rang. My heart 
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It was probably Jimmy. But it 
It was Dad. I almost fainted with 


Jeaped 4 
wasn’t. 


shock. 
Dad walked in, kissed Aunt Neffie duti- 


fully and then turned to me. I could see 
he was very angry. 

“Pack up your things, Joan,” he com- 
manded. “You’re going home with me.” 

I was panic-stricken. “But, Dad,” I 
begged. “Mother said I could. . .” 

“Your mother is a fool,” Dad 
mpted hotly. “Furthermore, I don’t want 
to hear another word out of you. I’ve 
never laid my hand on you, young lady, 
but this is one time I’m-going to beat the 
living daylights out of you if you don’t do 
what I say immediately. You’re coming 
home. I know all about what’s going on 
and no daughter of mine is going to dis- 
grace herself with my help.” 

I turned helplessly toward Aunt Neffie 
for support. 

“Better do what your father says, dear,” 
she advised me. 

Tears scalding my face, trembling with 
frustration, I went into the guest bedroom 
and packed my clothes. Dad didn’t say a 
word all the way home. He drove, looking 
straight ahead of him. But when we got 
home, he motioned me into the living room 
and laid down the law. 

“I want you to know that I’ve been to 


inter- 


see this young man of yours at the 
theatre.” Dad told me. “You think you’ve 
pulled the wool over my eyes, but you 


haven’t. I’ve told him I’d have the law on 
him if he so much as saw you again. Now, 
I'm ordering you not to see him or try to 
get in touch with him. You’ve got plenty 
of time to get yourself into trouble with- 
out messing around with someone who 
means you no good. You're to stay in this 
house, except when you’re at school. And 
I don’t want to hear of your being absent 
from school again.” 

“But, Dad, I love him. 
sobbed. 

Dad was adamant. I made such a scene 
that he finally sent me to my room to 
calm down. 

When my hysterical tears were over, I 
began to wonder. I wondered why Jimmy 
hadn’t called. I wondered how Dad had 
found out about him. 

Then I thought of Aunt Neffie. A hor- 
rible suspicion began growing in my mind. 

It covldn’t be. But I had to find out if 
I was right. 

I decided to use strategy to investigate. 

I left my room and went into Mad’s 
room. I apologized for my behavior and 
told him not to worry about me. I’d be 
all right. I was very convincing. So con- 
vincing that Dad had no suspicion at all 
when I asked permission to visit Sarah. 
She lived in the next block. I had to get 
out of the house. I had to get to a tele- 
Phone. I had to know. 

What I intended to do was phone Jimmy 
and make him tell me the truth. I was 
certain he wouldn’t lie to me. I checked 
the theatre’s box office to find out what 


I love him,” I 


time the show broke and I called a few 
minutes after the given time. I figured I'd 
catch Jimmy as he was changing clothes. 
A gruff voice answered the backstage 
phone. I asked for Jimmy. The man went 
away from the phone. A few minutes later, 
I heard a second voice but it wasn’t Jimmy. 

“T’d like to speak to Jimmy Hamlin, the 
tenor man, please,” I said. 

“Jimmy’s not here,” the voice told me. 
“Who’s calling? Is this Miss Christian?” 

I almost dropped the receiver. Christian 
—my aunt Neffie’s name, the name she 
still carried even though she was divorced. 

“Yes.” I Tied: “St is.” 

“Well, Miss Christian, Jimmy left a 
message for you. This is the guitar man 
in the band. He said to tell you he didn’t 
have time to call back like he promised. 
Had to rush downtown on important busi- 
ness. But that hell pick you up at your 
apartment tonight after the last show.” 

Slowly, I hung up the phone. My sus- 
picions were confirmed. Aunt Neffie had 
played a low-down, double-crossing game. 
She had intercepted my phone call from 
Jimmy that afternoon. She had told Dad 
all about Jimmy and me to get me out of 
the way. And now she and Jimmy had a 
date. 

I sobbed out the whole miserable story 
on Sarah’s shoulder. She comforted me as 
best as she could. But after the first hurt 
was gone from inside of me, a bitter hatred 
started filling my heart. All those lies 
Jimmy had told me. And 
carrying on with my own aunt. Of course, 
she had planned the whole thing, but if 
he hadn’t been willing to forget me and 
go along with the program, her planning 
would have been in vain. What a fool I’d 
been. I'd been ready to defy my own 
father because I loved Jimmy so. Now I 
knew the truth about people in show busi- 


now he was 


ness. They were false and phony and 
looking out only for their own good. I 


hoped fervently that Jimmy would make a 
fool out of Aunt Neffie just as he had 
done to me. And as for her, I wouldn’t 
touch her again with a ten-foot pole. 

It took me months to get over the wound 
of that incident. Out of sheer need to put 
my mind to something else, I plunged into 
my school work like it was all that mat- 
tered. Dad and Mother were so excited 
when, at graduation, I emerged 
valedictorian and carried off several other 
honors. What they didn’t know was that 
I was a very unhappy girl. I tried to inter- 
est myself several boys, but it didn’t 
work. For one thing. I told myself I was 
through with love. The one time I'd truly 
been in love, had been a bad experience. 
I sold myself on the idea that the best 
way to make it through life was to extract 
the most fun out of living and let it go 
at that. 

I had fun too. Miserable and cheap as 
it may sound, I must admit that I played 
loose and wild—played the field. Before 
Jimmy, I’d had some reservations about 
going the limit with fellows. All that re- 
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serve was gone. When a fellow appealed 
to me physically, I just let nature take its 
course, but after it was over, I lost in- 
terest. I got a reputation for being a good 
sport, a girl you could have fun with for 
an evening, but a girl who didn’t go in 
for the hearts and flowers routine. 

A year ago, I read in the papers how 
Jimmy Hamlin had been killed in an acci- 
dent. The band’s bus had crashed with a 
trailer truck on an Eastern highway. Sev- 
eral of the fellows got killed, others badly 
injured. 

I wasn’t even sorry. I wondered how 
Aunt Neffie felt. I hadn’t seen or talked 
with her ever since she’d double-crossed 
me. Several times she’d phoned me and 
attempted to be friendly. 'd hung up on 
her—once right in front of Mother and 
Dad. They hounded me to explain why I 
suddenly hated the aunt I’d so adored. 
But I wouldn’t—couldn’t—explain. 

In spite of my hatred for show business 
people, I still had the fever. I still col- 
lected records and once in a while, went 
out of my way to get an autograph. But 
I never wanted to get to know anyone in 
the theatrical field personally again until 
Sonny Carver came along. 

Sonny was a tall, not especially good- 
looking country boy from the backwoods 
South who’d been picked up by a New 
York talent scout, brought to the East 
Coast and given a chance to record. With 
his very first record, he began becoming 
the outstanding vocal sensation of the day. 
He had a big, tender voice and an off beat 
style which immediately captivated the 
critics, the public and especially, the teen- 
age contingent. 

I was wild about his voice and some- 
thing chemical happened .to my insides 
every time I heard his records. Studying 
his pictures. I was struck with a peculiar 
and disturbing fascination. I hated to 
admit it to myself—but I desperately 
wanted to know him. Silly as it seems, his 
bright eyes looking up at me out of a 
mere picture. held me in a sort of spell. 

Each time I thought about how I’d like 
to meet him, I cursed myself for a fool. 
Hadn’t I had more than my share of in- 
volvement with celebrities. 

But, in spite of that realization, I found 
myself aquiver with anticipation on learn- 
ing that Sonny was coming to Brooklyn— 
to star in the show at a downtown theatre. 
I was enrolled at Columbia University 
now, pursuing an education in social sci- 
ence. On campus, most of the kids were 
talking about making it over to the Brook- 
lyn theatre to hear Sonny Carver. As for 
me, I knew I couldn’t miss catching that 
show. 

I went to the theatre by myself opening 
day. The most terrifying thing happened. 
The magnetism which Sonny seemed to 
project for me became intensified as I sat 
listening to him, watching him. I almost 
had a compulsion to get closer to him, to 
find out what kind of person he was in 
actual life. 
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Almost against my will, I found myself 
making my way backstage after the show. 
Really and truly, this time, I had no ideas 
about pulling anything phoney like the 
fan club routine. I had. deep down in my 
heart, a feeling that Sonny Carver wasn’t 
the type for phoney gimmicks. I just 
wanted to see him close up, to hear his 
speaking voice. That’s the way his songs 
affected me—with an almost religious sort 
of fervor. 

For once, my technique in crashing 
backstage seemed doomed to failure. There 
was a most efficient doorman working 
backstage these days and he was pretty 
tough on letting visitors in. He asked 
questions and examined credentials like a 
hardboiled customs official. I was about 
to flunk the test when a tall, neatly-dressed 
young man came down the steps from the 
dressing rooms and on his way out the 
backstage door. He paused as he heard 
me arguing with the doorman. 

“You want to see Sonny Carver, beauti- 
ful,” the young man interrupted. “Tell you 
what you do. ’'m Ted Ray, Sonny’s valet. 
You wait right here until I run across the 
street for a sandwich for the great man 
and I'll take you up with me when I come 
back.” 

“Thanks, awfully, Ted,” I said. “I'll 
wait.” 

Meeting Sonny was an outstanding ex- 
perience in my life. I don’t know what I'd 
expected, but he was unlike anyone I’d 
ever before encountered. Like the old say- 
ing goes, you can take the people out of 
the country, but you can’t take the country 
out of some people. Sonny was strictly 
country—but not in the uncomplimentary 
way most people mean that when they say 
it. He was big. broad-shouldered, gentle, 
soft-spoken. He was like a boy who’d 
never grown up. When I told him how 
much I’d wanted to meet him and what I 
thought of his singing, he was practically 
embarrassed and acted like it was hard 
for him to believe. Honest-to-God, he even 
called me “ma’am.” I asked for one of his 
pictures. He got real flustered and began 
looking around for one and finally told 
me apologetically that they were all gone. 

“But I'm getting some more in the 
morning. Could I send you one or will you 
be back again before I leave?” he asked 
eagerly. 

I told him I'd be back the next evening. 
That was when we began seeing. It all 
happened very  naturally—without my 
scheming in any way. Sonny asked for 
that first date like a kid asking for candy. 
I’m certain he was afraid I would turn 
him down. 

I got the shock of my life when I found 
out what kind of date Sonny was inter- 
ested in. It seems he'd always heard about 
Coney Island and had never seen a large 
beach and boardwalk in his life. By this 
time, I was prepared for anything—so to 
Coney Island we went and rode on the 
exciting rides, walked the boardwalk hand 
in hand and took pot-shots at the ducks— 


which both of us missed consistently, By 
the time we decided to head back fo 
home, I realized what a refreshing evening 
it had been—what a wonderful time I had 
enjoyed. I also realized that this big 
charming country boy was head over heels 
in love with me—just like that. 

We spent a lot of time together afte 
that—cramming all the fun we could ge 
into that short week he was around. With 
Sonny I did things I’d never believed [ij 
enjoy—going to the all-night shows dow, 
in the midtown section, taking long walks 
in the park, riding atop the double laye 
Fifth Avenue bus. 


AL THIS TIME, Sonny never got any 

bolder than to steal sudden kisses, 
But, even when he pecked at my lips o 
at my cheek, I could feel him trembling all 
over. It delighted me to find there wer 
still what my crowd called “squares” jn 
the world. But it frustrated me a little too, 
I can’t analyze my feelings for Sonny at 
that particular time—but I do know that 
I formulated a mysterious impulse that 
last night before he was due to leave— 
the impulse to arouse him, to awaken hin 
to my charm as a woman. Secretly, | 
guess. IT wanted Sonny because he wa: 
different and because he didn’t paw me 
and act like every other male I’d had 
anything to do with. 

Honestly, I didn’t mean for things to go 
as far as they did that night in the park 
as we lay on the grass, watching the mys 
terious beauty of a full moon. I should 
have realized that a man like Sonny, who's 
a gentleman and who holds himself back 
can turn out to be the exact opposite when 
encouraged. He leaned over and planted a 
sweet but unexciting kiss on my lips. With 
out warning, I threw my arms about his 
neck. drew him back down to me and 
kissed him like I’m sure he’d never been 
kissed before. I put a lot of experience 
and female artistry into that kiss, but 
before I knew what was happening, Sonny 
had turned the tables. For the way he 
kissed me back, the way his arms came 
around my body made me almost scream 
aloud with sheer ecstasy. A pounding 
pounding, pounding beat through my brain 
and a terrifyingly delicious thud knockel 
at the door of my heart as Sonny held me 
tighter, tighter. 

“Oh, Sonny, Sonny,” I moaned. And we 
were swept away then—away into the kind 
of world I hadn’t known since that fir 
thrilling, exciting time in Jimmy’ 
STNG... 5 

You’d have thought, after it was al 
over, that Sonny was the girl and I the 
boy. The way he was sorry about it, ! 
mean. He told me over and over that he 
hadn’t meant to. But that he was craz 
mad about me and couldn’t help himsel 
after I kissed him like I did. He swore up 
and down that he loved me, that I wa 
the only person he’d ever love, that his 
leaving the next day mustn’t be the end 
of us. 
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Listening, I was carried away at first. 
But then, in my mind’s eye rose up the 
jmage of Jimmy. The affair with Jimmy 
had started out a different way—but he 
had said almost everything that Sonny was 
saying. I wasn’t a foolish sixteen-year-old 
any longer—not someone to believe every- 
thing I heard. I knew as well as I knew my 
name that I’d never see Sonny again—or 
hear from him—once he’d left town. 

I was wrong about that. Three days 
after Sonny closed, he called me from 
Chicago. A few days later he sent me the 
most gorgeous slave bracelet—an expen- 
sive way of saying he was thinking of me. 
He wrote me faithfully and I answered 
him every time. His letters had me be- 
ginning to believe he was in earnest. Sonny 
kept asking me how I felt about him 
would I consider marrying him. I was 
afraid to answer those questions because 
something inside of me wouldn’t let me 
trust him. I thought I’d die if I let my- 
self get hurt one more time—and because 
of my own stupidity. 

Several weeks after Sonny had left, I 
got involved in another affair. Now, I’m 
heartily ashamed to talk about it—to admit 
to what depths I sank for spiteful pur- 
poses. But it’s an important part of the 
story and it’s got to be told. At a club 
party at Smalls Paradise one Sunday after- 
noon, I- was introduced to a handsome, 
young man-about town—Charlie Perry. 
My eyes glowed with an evil kind of ex- 
citement when his name was called. From 
the family grapevine and from other 
sources, I’d heard this name_ before. 
Charlie Perry was the young man who 
had captured Aunt Neffie’s heart—and this 
time she was stuck. They were to be mar- 
ried very soon now. I gave him a fast 
inspection. Not bad. All the hatred and 
vengefulness I’d stored up against Aunt 
Nefie came alive in that moment. And 
I decided that, if it was the last thing I 
did, I was going to get even. 

Charlie was a snap for me. He was a 
conceited, overrated young man who found 
it only natural that women should fall for 
him. Taking advantage of the fact that he 
hadn’t brought Aunt Neffie to the cock- 
tail party, I proceeded to wrap him around 
my little finger. A little flattery, some pro- 
vocative remarks, a few dances with him 
and I had him going. I just hoped des- 
perately that he wouldn’t find out my re- 
lationship to his fiance before I could carry 


out my plan. 
Everything worked the way I'd played 
It within the next couple of weeks. With- 


out going into the sordid details. Ill tell 
you that I went all-out to do everything to 
make Charlie become hopelessly infatuated 
with me. I wanted him in the palm of my 
hand so I could operate him the way I 
wanted to. Soon I had him breaking dates 
with my aunt, giving her excuses and, in 
every possible way, complicating the love 
affair which had been running smoothly 
until I came into the picture. I extracted 
a devilish delight in the perfect way things 
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were going. The only regret I experienced 
was that I couldn’t be around to see how 
Aunt Neffie was suffering and to laugh in 
her face and tell her why. And, all the 
time, I was faithfully writing Sonny, 
stringing him along—not giving him any 
satisfaction, but keeping him interested. 

It was my intention to really make Aunt 
Neffie suffer. Charlie and I were meeting 
regularly at a certain hotel and I planned 
to have my aunt tipped off as to what was 
going on and to have her catch us one 
night. Then I would laugh in her face 
and tell her she was getting her just 
desserts. I’d also laugh in Charlie’s face 
and let him know he’d just been a pawn 
in my little game. 

But before I could carry out my evil in- 
tentions, complications set in—serious 
complications. The age-old signs and 
warnings told me I was pregnant. A doc- 
tor confirmed the horrible truth. 

I was as desperate as a caged animal. 
I'd been caught in the web of my own sin- 
fulness. All thoughts of Charlie and re- 
venge on Aunt Neffie were gone. I had my 
own self-preservation to think about. I 
spent sleepless nights, lost weight, went 
about in a daze. I refused to go out, hung 
up when Charlie called and wouldn’t talk 
to him or see him. I tried hard to appear 
natural in front of my parents. I'd die if 
they found out. In fact, I seriously thought 
of dying, killing myself. 

Then I began to scheme. Sonny was still 
writing, vowing love, begging me to marry 
him. That was it. I would. And I would 
make Sonny believe that he was the one, 
the guilty party. After all, I argued to my- 
self, it could have been Sonny. How was 
I to know? Things had happened so fast 
with Charlie after Sonny left town. 

I sat down that same evening and wrote 
Sonny a long letter. He was appearing 
with a big blues show at a theatre in 
Memphis. I explained that I was preg- 
nant, that I hadn’t wanted to tell him. I 
swore undying love for him. After I’d 
mailed the letter, I sat back and waited. 
My problem was solved. 

Day after day went by, unfolding into 
a miserable two weeks. Every day I waited 
anxiously for the mail, for the telephone 
to ring. Sonny had been writing me two 
and three times a week. As time went on, 
I knew grimly what had happened. I’d 
been right about Sonny in the first place. 
He didn’t really love me. He was as false 
and phony as Jimmy had been, as rotten 
as everyone else in the tinsel world of 
show business. 

As you know by now, I lived by the code 
of “vengeance is mine”—not the Lord’s. 
In my spiteful, hateful desire to hurt 
Sonny for letting me down, I acted reck- 
lessly, with a hot head. One morning I set 
out determinedly for the office of a lawyer 
friend and told him the whole story. Only 
I told him an utter lie. I portrayed my- 
self as the innocent young girl betrayed 
by a showbusiness wolf—Sonny Carver. 

The lawyer a publicity hound I know 
now—became very much interested when 
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he learned the name of the man I was ac- 
cusing. He offered to take the case for me, 
file suit and either get Sonny to marry me 
or settle a large sum of money on me. I 
never would have gone through with it if 
I had been in my senses. But I was for 
anything—and I had no idea that, after he 
filed suit, my lawyer friend would release 
the whole sordid story to the newspapers. 
That’s just what he did and—last night— 
the papers came out with the screaming 
headlines. 

That’s it—up until now. And here I sit, 
alone in this desolate hotel room—ironi- 
cally enough—the same one Charles and I 
used to use for our secret rendezvous. Here 
I sit, wanting to die, realizing how bad I’ve 
been, how wrong and heartless and no- 
good. I can’t go home and face my folk. 
I don’t know what I'll do—maybe leave 
this city and try to find a job somewhere 
in some small town. 

The telephone shatters my deep-down 
tragic reverie. A familiar voice calls my 
name. It is‘Charles. I am stunned. How 
did he know where to find me. What does 
he want? 

“Thank God, I’ve found you, Joan,” 
Charlie tells me. “I took a long shot and 
asked for you under the name we used to 
use. Please let me come up just for a 
minute.” 

“Go ’way.” I tell him wearily.” I don’t 
want to see anyone.” 

“I’m coming up,” Charles tells me. I 
hear the dull click of the receiver. 

He bangs on the door. I open it like a 
person in a dream. 





“Joan,” Charles tells me. “You’ve go 
to come with me right away. Your mother 
and father are over at your aunt’s house 
They’re almost insane, thinking some 
thing’s happened to you.” 

“T won't go,” I tell him. “I won't.” 

“You’ve got to,” Charles insists. “Be. 
sides, there’s someone else waiting. Fel. 
low by name of Sonny Carver. He’s tear. 
ing his hair out. Got up out of a hospital 
bed in Miami to fly in this morning. Found 
your parents and told them he didn’t knoy 
what all the publicity was about but that 
you didn’t have to sue him to get him to 
marry you because he loves you. Even your 
Dad goes for him. He’s a nice boy. Come 
on, Joan, please. What’s happened be. 
tween you and me can always be ow 
secret. If I'd known you were Neffe’s 
niece, it wouldn’t have happened. But you 
taught me a lesson. I'll be true to her 
from now on.” 

I can’t believe the way the crazy-quilt is 
forming under my eyes. Sonny has been 
in the hospital. So, perhaps he never got 
my letters. But he loves me still. In spite 
of what I’ve done. Loves me and wants 
to marry me. He’s for real. Not phony— 
not phony or rotten like me. Yes, I'll go 
to him. This minute. But before I let him 
take me in his arms, before I let him lead 
me out of this sorry mess into a happy 
life of being loved and cherished, I’m 
going to tell him the whole ugly story. 
Maybe he will be able to forgive me. May- 
be he won’t. The least I can do now is to 
let him be the judge. THE END 





Night Of Betrayal 


you're the high scorer on the team when 
it comes to heartbreak points. Why you 
could have any girl in town or any one in 
the gym here tonight if you raised your 
little finger.” 

“Oh, never mind,” I interrupted. Secret- 
ly, I was pleased at what Jerry had said, 
but I didn’t want to admit it. I was proud 
of my record with the fair sex and also of 
the pose I’d adopted of not caring about 
them particularly. Joan, however, was dif- 
ferent. She was special. 

It appealed to me, the idea of creating a 
sensation by stealing Joan from the ring- 
leader of our rivals. I had little faith in 
my ability to do it, though. After all, Dick 
would be a fool if he didn’t stick pretty 
close to a fine dish like her. I’d be satis- 
fied, I told myself, if I could just dance 
with her once. 

I was wandering about the dance floor 
in search of Joan when I was startled by a 
light tap on my shoulder, followed by the 
sound of her voice, a sound I had already 
memorized. 

“Looking for someone?” Joan asked me 
mischieviously. She had slipped up behind 
me. Dick was nowhere in sight. 

I whirled and looked into her smiling 
eyes. I felt none of the nervousness I had 
experienced when we were introduced. 





(Continued from Page 24) 


“Uh-huh. I’m looking for you, baby,” 
I told her. 

“Well, here I am,” she offered. “Let's 
dance.” 

I was intrigued by her utter lack of re 
serve; the way she had suggested when we 
met that she wanted to dance with me; the 
way she had extended the invitation nov, 
not waiting for me to volunteer it. We 
created a tiny flurry as we went on the 
dance floor. I was aware of the proud 
stares of some of my teammates, the jeal- 
ous glances of others of the local crowd 
and the visitors, 


DANCING WITH JOAN wasn’t just 
dancing. She was warm, daring and 
graceful. She allowed me to hold her very 
close. It was just as though we had been 
made to be partners on the dance floor. | 
wondered whether she acted like this with 
everyone else who held her in his arms and 
swayed to music. Our cheeks were te 
gether as we moved slowly in an intox: 
cating haze. As the dance music stopped, 
I knew that I had it bad already. I knew 
that this was one girl I was going to have 
to see again, hook or crook. 
I told her so as we stood there, still in 
a half-embrace. 
“I could give you my phone number and 
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address, Clint,” she told me. “I'd rather 
not do it in here. Dick might see me and 
it would make him furious. Not that I 
care, really. Only, why invite trouble. Isn’t 
there somewhere we can go?” 

I was elated at Joan’s casual indication 
that Dick didn’t have the inside track, after 
all. 

I steered her toward the main door, took 
her outside in the lobby. 

“Sit here a second, honey, 
be right back.” 

In the gym, I looked for Jerry, 
suaded him to loan me the keys to his dad’s 


”T said. “I'll 
per- 


car. 

“Looks like you’re taking my suggestion, 
kid,” he said slyly. “Here’s luck. Try to 
make it back by two when the dance breaks 
up. You've got two hours. Boy, is this 
going to burn Dick! See him over there. 
He’s looking for you two. 

I managed to get out of the gym without 
running into Dick. 

“How about a little ride,” 
Joan. 

She was all for it. 

We took the main road out of town, got 
to the highway and drove slowly. It was 
a crystal clear night, just right for ro- 
mance. I wondered if Joan would let me 
kiss her. 

I didn’t have to wonder long. We chat- 
ted easily as the car glided along the 
smooth, dark highway. Suddenly, Joan 
said significantly: “Why not turn off some- 
where where we can relax and talk and 
look at the moon?” 

Her boldness emboldened me. 

“And .. .” I insinuated. 

“And the rest is up to you, Clint,” she 


I suggested to 
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I felt a slow, 
temples. This girl was regular. 
tense. I veered the car off to the side of the 
toad, parked in a dark, tree-sheltered spot. 
Switching off the motor and headlights, I 
wasted no time taking Joan into my arms. 
She came to me as if she’d been waiting for 
the moment. 

God, how that girl could kiss. Her pas- 
sion met and matched mine. The kiss left 
me shaky and panicky. 

“So that’s the ‘and’ you were talking 
about,” she teased me. The way she said 
it, it was almost a challenge. 
was shaky. She could have meant only one 
thing. 

“That, sweetie, was only the beginning, 
I assured her. I knew now that Joan was 
the type of girl who led a fellow on up to 
a certain point, then wanted him to take 
over and overwhelm her. 

When I kissed her again, it wasn’t only 
akiss of passion. It was a kiss of pleading 
and demand, 
bling response was on her lips, the passive 
way she let my hands roam in caress. 


hot beat pounding at my 
No pre- 


Her voice 


” 


a kiss of desire. The trem- 


There, in the darkness of our tree- 
guarded shelter, Joan and I gave our- 


selves to each other, finding in our frantic 
giving an ecstasy which carried us to the 
heights of frenzy... . 








“Sorry, darling?” I asked her later, as 
she lay, curled in my arms. 

“Why should I be sorry?” she countered 
coolly. “I wanted this to happen the min- 
ute I met you out there on the court. Don’t 
think I throw myself at every boy I see, 
either. I’ve been supposedly going with 
Dick for two years and nothing’s ever hap- 
pened but a few kisses. He’s not my type, 
Clint. Doesn’t move me. You do.” 

In the back of my mind, I’d been worry- 
ing about Dick. I’d been wondering too 
whether Joan was just a hot-blooded little 
hussy who would go the limit for a thrill. 
Her words reassured me on both counts. 

It was well after two when we arrived 
back at the dance. Most of the crowd was 
leaving. As we walked into the gym, the 
first thing I saw was Dick pacing up and 
down restlessly. Catching sight of us, he 
managed a strained sort of smile, trying to 
pretend he wasn’t angry and hadn’t been 
worrying about his girl. 

“T thought maybe you kids were out 
somewhere eloping, Edwards,” he told me 
in a feeble attempt to be humorous about 
an embarrassing situation. A few of his 
boys were standing around looking resent- 
ful and like they’d have given anything to 
jump me. It wasn’t bad enough that I’d 
starred in whipping them on the ball court. 
Now, I’d made their head man look fool- 
ish. I was feeling jaunty about the affair, 
superciliously a bit sorry for Dick. He 
didn’t know his number was up with Joan. 

I had her telephone number and a prom- 
ise that she would come into town to see 
As she left with Dick, 


I was 


me next weekend. 
Joan threw me a kiss with her eyes. 
sitting on top of the world. 

My whole world changed as a result of 
that night. For the first few months of 
the new affair, I walked around like some- 
one lost in a beautiful dream. I had known 
forward girls who had been willing to go 


the limit with boys they liked. Joan was 
not only willing. She was eager for love 


and not afraid to go the whole way. The 
weekend following the ball game, we spent 
almost every minute together. It was a 
perfect setup because the same week Joan 
got a job working for very rich 
whites in town. They were almost always 
out evenings. She had her own separate 
place in their home with a private entrance 
around the back. Her employers didn’t 
seem to care if she had company or how 
long the company stayed—so long as Joan 
got her work done. That weekend, they 
were away. Joan and I lived the life of 
Riley, her waiting on me, hand and foot, 
and never tiring of coming into my arms, 
giving me those lush lips, letting me pos- 
sess her as if we had always belonged to- 
gether and always would. 

The weekend of love in the arms of this 
beautiful, tempestuous creature left me 
shaken, sapped me of my strength and left 
me, more than ever, helplessly in love. 

I couldn’t get away with staying out all 
night, but I crept into the house Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday nights hours after 
my accustomed time for coming home. 
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Not for one minute did I think of Joan 
as a weak and willing hussy. I flattered 
myself that she gave herself to me with 
such abandon because the same burning 
love I felt for her had possessed her and 
made her unable to resist. 

Our weekend dates became the usual 
thing and there were a number of nights 
during the week when I suddenly dashed 
my books to the floor, unable to study be- 
cause Joan was on my mind. I’d phone 
and ask her if I could come out. She was 
always ready and glad to see me. 

I lived in a fever of ecstasy because Joan 
was so completely mine. 

I began to notice, not caring however, 
that neglect of my school work was show- 
ing up in my grades. Several of the teach- 
ers who had taken so much interest in me, 
warned me that I'd better get hold of my- 
self. But I was gone on Joan like some 
poor, equally lost souls get lost on dope. 

It wasn’t only in my studies that I began 
slipping. My teammates on the basketball 
team who had been so exultant about my 
taking Joan away from Dick, began to 
worry over my obvious loss of skill on the 
court. One night, after we’d dropped a 
game we should have won in a walk purely 
because of my constant fluffing, our cap- 
tain, Jerry, took me aside. 

He hadn’t said ten words before I knew 
what Jerry was worried about. Feeling 
guiltily self-conscious about the loss of the 
game, I interrupted him angrily. 

“Can the lecture, Jerry,” I told him. 
“If you want me to quit the team and are 
too chicken to come right out and say so, 
I'll save you the trouble.” 

“Tt’s not that,” Jerry pleaded uncom- 
fortably. “It’s just that... .” 

“Well, skip it then,” I told him, walking 
away. 

In spite of my anger, I still loved sports 
a great deal. I did buckle down a little 
better to keep myself in training. But 
there was no doubt about it. I’d lost the old 
flash and enthusiasm. I broke training 
constantly. The next season, when Dick 
and his boys returned to play us for the 
state championship, we lost the game mis- 
erably. I gave a terrible performance on 
the court. 

Dick wasn’t his smiling suave self any- 
more. Joan had told me she’d forbidden 
him to come to see her any more and I 
expected him to be pretty sore. I wasn’t 
prepared for what happened, however. 
\fter the game was over, Dick walked up 
to me right on the court and said sneer- 
ingly: 

“See, Edwards, you can’t be lucky in 
love and sports too. As for Joan, I know 
what kind she is now and you’re welcome 
to her.” 

A mist of red collected in front of my 
eyes. Before I could think straight, I had 
hauled off and landed one right in Dick’s 
eye. He went down in the middle of the 
ball court, trickling blood from the cut. 
Like a mob of Indians, Dick’s boys charged 
for me and the fellows on my team came 
rushing in to my defense. With the startled 
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fans shouting and screaming, women and 
girls stampeding to the nearest exits, the 
two teams fought out a bloody battle royal 
which wasn’t broken up until the police 
arrived. 

Of course, the obvious happened. The 
papers came out with the story that I had 
started a fight with the captain of the rival 
team because I was sore about losing. 

The president of the college, furious over 
the scandal, ordered basketball activities 
suspended for a year and stipulated that I 
was to be barred from participation in any 
sports for the rest of my stay at the school. 

I felt keenly the loss of my popularity 
on the campus. The whole situation only 
made me more defiant. My feeling of be- 
ing persecuted was eased by Joan and her 
adoration for me. What I didn’t know was 
that she had that kind of maniacal ego 
which made her secretly revel in being the 
cause of the whole hassle. 

“What do you care about playing old 
basketball games as long as you have me, 
heney?” she asked, stroking my hair as 
I lay across the couch in her room, my 
head on her lap. 

She was leaning over, her face close to 
mine, those inviting lips parted, her eyes 
holding me with that strange fascination I 
always felt when I looked at her. 

“Kiss me, baby,” she said huskily. 

I kissed her and soon we were locked in 
the driving passion of our love. What did 
I care about basketball indeed. All I cared 
about was Joan. 

Now that I had no athletic restrictions to 
hold me down at all, I devoted almost every 
evening to seeing Joan, taking her to the 
movies, going for long walks on sweet 
spring nights, driving to deserted places in 

borrowed flivvers. 

I began shunning most of the social 
events which took place on the campus, at 
the various fraternity and sorority houses 
and in town. I had the uneasy feeling that 
I wasn’t wanted among the college crowd 
any more, that silently everyone was ac- 
cusing me for having brought disgrace on 
the school and for having made a fool of 
myself. 

But when Herbie Baxter decided to 
throw a party, it was different. Herbie, a 
shy, studious kind of fellow, was the only 
friend I had left on the campus. It isn’t 
that I was blackballed by the fellows who’d 
once been close to me. But I, myself, had 
thought it best to sever all connections and 
not take any chances on being embarrassed 
or made to feel unwanted. 


ERBIE WAS DIFFERENT. I think 

I'd always felt a little protective to- 
ward Herbie. He was a couple of years 
younger than I. Herbie was from my own 
home town and when he’d arrived at school 
I was already a sophomore. His folks had 
made him promise to look me up. There 
are lots of things an older student can do 
to help ease the way for a freshman and, 
carelessly, but unwillingly, I had showed 
Herbie his way around. He seemed to idol- 
ize me because of my athletic prowess. Yet, 





when it seemed the whole campus had 
cooled to me, Herbie remained unchanged, 

I don’t know what made Herbie decide 
to have a party. It might have been due to 
the fact that I constantly kidded him aboy 
never going anywhere or having any fun, 
Herbie’s folks were more than comfortably 
wealthy and he always had plenty of cash 
to do with exactly as he pleased. One day 
he came to my room to announce that his 
birthday was the following Friday night 
and that he thought it would be a good 
idea to rent a place in town and have q 
party. The only trouble was that Herbie 
didn’t know who to invite or how to g 
about the whole business. I was touched 
by his obvious desperate resolve to get into 
the swing of things social on the campus 
and promised to help. 

It took me several days making arrange. 
ments for Herbie’s blowout. I got a spite. 
fully exultant feeling, making up a gues 
list of students who had been nice to me 
and eliminating those I despised. At least, 
this was one party where I knew I'd be 
welcome. Also, I’d get a chance to show 
Joan off. On the whole, I anticipated a 
delightful evening. 

On the way to the party, I told Joan 
what a swell guy Herbie was. 

“He’s not too good-looking and kind of 
square,” I explained. “But he’s real peo- 
ple, so be nice to him, honey. Maybe he'll 
even be scared to dance at first. You en- 
courage him. I want to see the guy come 
out of his shell.” 

If I’d only known what kind of fire J 
was lighting. 

Joan followed my instructions. To my 
irritation, she followed them a little too 
religiously. She made a production out of 
being nice to Herbie. I found myself get- 
ting pretty sore about her elaborate atten- 
tions to him, the fact that she danced with 
him six times in a row. Then I had to laugh 
at my own foolish jealousy. Joan was prob- 
ably trying to please me—and after all, 
what kind of competition could Herbie be? 

The shock was yet to come. About 
eleven o’clock, Joan excused herself, said 
she was going to the bathroom to powder 
up. I got right into the middle of a lively 
argument about the World Series. Be 
tween that and tossing off a few drinks, 
having a dance or two, I hardly realized 
that almost an hour had gone by and 
Joan hadn’t returned. 

I looked around for Herbie. Maybe Joan 
was still being “nice” to him. 

Herbie was nowhere to be found. 

I didn’t put two and two together until 
I asked one of the fellows if he'd seen 
Herbie. 

He looked startled and embarrassed. 

“Why, didn’t you know they left about 
an hour ago. I thought you knew. Herbie 
was with Joan. I thought... .” 

I turned and walked rapidly away. li 
suddenly leaped into my mind_ that 
Herbie’s parents had had a brand new 
Chevvy delivered for his birthday. They'd 
just gone out for a spin. Fellow always 
likes to try out a new car. But why hadn't 
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Joan said something to me before she left? 
And why weren’t they back by now. You 
yould think a guy would have sense 
enough not to run out on his own party. 

I tried to forget about them. Un- 
doubtedly, they’d be back soon—and with 
, reasonable explanation. I went over 
where the refreshments were being served 
and had a fast couple of stiff ones. I tried 
not to betray the fact that I was keeping 
my eyes on the door and on my watch. 

After another half-hour, I knew I 
couldn’t stand the waiting another minute. 

[ looked up Jerry, got his keys and 
drove slowly around town, looking for the 
Chevvy. You could get around that small 
college town in a few minutes. A monstrous 
hunch hit me, really an absurd idea. But 
before I realized it, I had swung the car 
ground and was roaring out onto the high- 
way and down the road to the place—the 
rendezvous where I’d taken Joan the first 
night and to which we’d often returned. 

My heart beat double-time when I saw 
the brand new Chevvy parked on the side 
of the road. Maybe they were just sitting 
inside talking. 

I eased up behind the new car, cutting 
my lights. It was empty. 

Noiselessly. I got out and crept over to 
the bushes which hid a grassy spot from 
the road. It was the spot where Joan and 
[had so often... . 

What I saw made me sick way down 
deep inside. Joan and Herbie. And believe 
me, they weren’t only holding hands and 
kissing. 

I guess it’s lucky I didn’t have a 
weapon. I think I could have killed both 
of them in the surge of hot fury which 
came over me. 

They jumped up, startled, springing out 
of their intimate embrace. 

The moonlight streamed over my shoul- 
der and showed the shameless smile curl- 
ing Joan’s lips. 

My fists clenched. 

“Explain,” I grated hoarsely. “Explain 
quick.” 

Joan walked straight up to me, unafraid. 
She stopped right in front of me. her face 
tilted impudently up to mine. There was 
a strong liquor smell on her breath. I 
almost fell back from the scorn and hatred 
in her voice. 

‘Tll explain, Clint.” she told me. “You 
said Herbie wasn’t so goodlooking. I think 
he’s very cute. You said he was a square. 
He knows enough to make me happy. Fact. 
I think I even like him a lot. Least he isn’t 
fool enough to get himself disgraced all 
over the campus.” 

Iheard Herbie’s gentle, distressed—also 
liquor-thickened words from the back- 
ground: “Don’t talk to Clint like that, 
honey,” he was pleading. 

I slapped Joan hard—twice—as hard as 
I could. 

Clint tried to come between us. 

“Don’t hurt her, Clint,” he begged. 
“Please. It’s all my fault.” 

“You're not as sorry as you're going to 
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be,” I told him between my teeth. Even in 
my wild rage, I knew it was wrong to take 
out on Herbie what had obviously been 
Joan’s fault. But I couldn’t help myself. 
I let him have it—a brutal haymaker in 
the mouth. My hand came away bloodied 
as Herbie stumbled backwards and Joan 
screamed. I turned and made for Jerry’s 
car. Joan’s voice was ringing in my ears, 
ringing with filthy curses. 

For the next few days, I went into vir- 
tual seclusion. Pleading illness, I cut all 
my classes, stayed in my room, hitting the 
bottle heavily. Final examinations were 
only a few days off, but I didn’t care. I 
didn’t care about anything. It was no sur- 
prise to me, a few weeks later, to learn 
that I wouldn’t get my diploma, that I 
hadn’t made the grade. 

I’d made a horrible mess of things. I’d 
ruined my athletic record. I’d lost the girl 
I thought I loved. Now, I wasn’t going to 
graduate. 

All around me, I was certain, there was 
an atmosphere of scorn and derision. The 
very thought of going home to face my 
folks with so much disgrace hanging over 
my head sickened me to the stomach. 

The newspapers and radio were singing 
the praises of life in the United States 
Marines. I joined up. 

I was a pretty good marine. I took my 
training and my duties seriously—all the 
more so because I spent most of my time 
studying and perfecting myself. I put all 
the drive and ambition into that which I’d 
once devoted to sports. As for going to 
town and kidding around with girls, that 
wasn’t a part of my life. Joan had made 
me bitter about all women. 

It was a bitterness that didn’t last. Clare 
dissolved it—Clare whom I met in one of 
my infrequent trips to a serviceman’s can- 
teen in San Francisco. 

Clare was a pretty thing—but in just 
the opposite way from Joan. She wasn’t 
the kind that wolves whistle after. Her 
beauty was subtle. It shone in her brown, 
almost sad eyes. It gleamed in her quick, 
sweet smile. She impressed you first as 
the type who'd be the ideal kid sister. She 
didn’t inspire you to thoughts of passionate 
sex, but rather to dog devotion and pro- 
tection. You wanted to cuddle Clare maybe 
and let her head rest on your shoulders. 

I had no desire to cuddle her—or any 
other girl—when we first met. I was pretty 
nasty to her, in fact. I was standing off 
against the canteen wall, watching my 
buddies make fools of themselves with the 
girls. That’s the way I regarded their hav- 
ing a good time, laughing, dancing, saying 
all the usual things servicemen say to girls 
in a canteen. 

Clare walked over to me. I was immedi- 
ately on the defensive. I wanted to be left 
alone. I didn’t want to know any more 
Joans who would take my heart and twist 
it the way they wanted. I was smart about 
life. 

“Aren’t you having a good time? You 
don’t seem to be.” Clare asked, “Wouldn’t 
you like to dance?” 
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“Not interested,” I said briefly. 

My short manner did not faze Clare a 
bit. She laughed a merry, little laugh 
which, in spite of myself, made me catch 
my breath. 

“You sound like you got out of the 
wrong side of your cot this morning.” she 
persisted. “You don’t mind if I stand over 
here with you, do you? You see, we're 
supposed to see that everyone enjoys him- 
self here and I wouldn’t feel right, just 
leaving you alone like this.” 

I was amazed. This was a new kind of 
approach. I began to wonder whether it 
was an approach or whether it was just 
that this girl took her job as a canteen 
hostess seriously—or did she feel sorry for 
me. Her earnest expression made me con- 
clude that she actually considered it her 
duty to be nice to me. That wasn’t flatter- 
ing, but it was refreshing. I bit back the 
ugly comment which had been on my lips. 
Before I knew it, we were talking—and 
you could have bought me for two cents 
when I realized that, with her easy, honest 
manner, she had made me break an almost 
unbreakable rule—I talked to her about 
why I was so bitter, about Joan. 

I could have kicked myself, because I'd 
made a solemn promise to myself that I 
wouldn’t discuss Joan with anyone. I didn’t 
even want to think about her. The hurt 
was still there. But as our conversation 
continued, I realized that Clare was the 
kind of girl you could tell things to. She 
was simple, direct and unaffected. 

Then too, I was only human. Having had 
all my bitterness imprisoned inside me for 
so long, I’d been longing for someone to 
listen to my troubles. Clare made me for- 
get them as soon as I’d talked about them. 
Soon I was dancing with her, laughing 
with her, wanting to see more of her. 

I called myself a simpleton for begin- 
ning to fall again. I fought against it. 
Many times I vowed I'd break a date I'd 
made with Clare. But I couldn’t do that 
to her—and eventually—I couldn’t do that 
to myself. Once, when my black mood 
about Joan was on me, I tried to shock 
Clare by getting fresh with her. She had 
let me kiss her and I began making more 
intimate advances. She stopped me cold. 

“No, Clint,” she said gently, clasping 
my strong hand in hers and looking into 
my eyes. “If I let you do things like that, 
you'll think I’m like that other girl. Maybe 
I am like her somewhat, because I do think 
lots of you like she did—in her way. But 
I don’t want to lose you like she did.” 


T WAS SO ASHAMED that tears brimmed 
my eyes. 

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said earnestly. “I 
think I just did that because I love you 
and I’m trying to fight against it.” 

“Why do that?” Clare asked me simply. 
“T love you too.” 

That was it. All the ice around my heart 
melted with those words. The barriers were 
down. Clare became my girl. We planned 
to get married when I got out of the serv- 


ice. I was happy again. My heart was 
breathing once more. 

Everything went according to plap, 
When I wrote home about Clare, my folks 
were happy. There was something abou 
Clare which seemed to cleanse me of the 
illness which Joan had brought about jp. 
side of me. I remembered with real shame 
the things I had done to disgrace my par. 
ents. I wrote sincerely how sorry I was, 

“Clare must be a wonderful girl to have 
given me back the son I once knew and 
was proud of,” Mother wrote. “I’m proud 
again.” 

It thrilled me deeply to be able to make 


Mother happy through my own happiness, 


Mother could use some happiness nov, 


My dad had passed soon after I became | 


a marine. 

A year after I met Clare, I got my dis. 
charge. We planned to have her join me 
in my home town in Wisconsin, several 
days after I'd been shipped back there 
and given my final papers. Mother and | 
met her at the train. One look at Clare 
and Mother together convinced me that 
they would get along beautifully. Word 
had gotten around town that I was en 
gaged. It seemed everfone had forgiven 
me for my wrongdoing in the past and was 
ready to welcome me back with open 
arms. I couldn’t have felt better. 

Clare and I were married a week later. 

Mother insisted that we live at the 








family place until we got on our feet. At | 
first. I was a little leary about this. I'd | 


always gone along with the theory that 
young, married couples ought to steer as 


clear as possible of in-law involvements. | 


I was happy later that we accepted 
Mother’s invitation. She and Clare were as 
close as if they had been mother and 
daughter for years. Furthermore, Mother 


had the knack of minding her own busi- | 


ness. 

Clare made an immediate hit in town. 
Since I had a decent job with a cannery, 
I was able to persuade her that she should 
play the role of housewife. She had wanted 
to get a job so we could build our savings 
and make faster progress. 

But I didn’t want her to work. I encour- 
aged her, instead, to stay home, play house: 
wife and get to know her neighbors. Clare 
did the latter to perfection. She became 
involved in worthwhile activities in town. 
She was soon heading a church club, 
helped organize a “keep the community 
clean” campaign and generally made her 
self useful. Everyone loved her and the 
people were fond of kidding me that my 
sweet wife had made me a_ first-class 
citizen. 

I basked in this approval. I’d been tell 
ing myself before that it didn’t matter 
what people thought about you. But | 
found out how satisfying it was to be ac 
cepted once again. I had completely for 
gotten the unpleasant chapter of my life 
labelled Joan. 

The night that Clare proudly confessed 
that we were going to become parents, ! 
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knew that the past would never matter— 
that is what I thought; that the future was 
all that counted. 

Thinking about becoming a father gave 
me strength to resist temptation the first 
time it came along, the first time I saw 
Joan again. 

It wasn’t an accident, meeting her. It 
was a well-laid plan on her part. Joan had 
learned that I was back out of service and 
happily married. One afternoon, my fore- 
man came to me, with a knowing wink, to 
announce that there was a young lady in 
the office asking for me. I laughed, think- 
ing it was Clare he was talking about. I 
wondered why my wife would be coming 
to the place. It was getting to be her time 
and she ought to be careful. 

I barged into the office, prepared to 
greet her and gasped with amazement. 
Joan, dressed to kill and looking more 
beautiful and innocent than ever, rose 
from a chair. 

“Hello, darling,” she said. “My, but you 
look wonderful. Looks like Marine life 
makes °em handsomer.” 

I glanced around nervously, then glared 
at Joan. 

“You shouldn’t have come here,” I told 
her. “You know it’s all over between us.” 

“Anything wrong with paying an old 
friend a visit?” Joan asked saucily. “Or 
would you rather I’d come to visit you at 
the house—you and Mrs. Edwards.” 

I shuddered at the very thought. 

“How about taking me to lunch?” Joan 
invited. “It’s almost noon.” 

“T’ve been already,” I lied. “Had early 
lunch today. Can’t get away. Besides . . .” 

“Well now, I’m real disappointed,” she 
interrupted. “But I’ll be at the same old 
place till late tonight—you know, the 
Daney’s house where I work. I'll be wait- 
ing for you to come by some time this eve- 
ning. Don’t worry. I want nothing but a 
friendly visit with you. Just because you’re 
married, that doesn’t mean we can’t see 
each other once in a while. You know. Just 
platonic-like. 

I knew, from the look in Joan’s hot, 
brown eyes, that she was lying in her teeth. 
Joan wanted me back. She wanted to get 
me in her power again; in the spell of that 
damnably sweet, distracting, poisoning 
power. 

The easiest way out, I figured, was to 
agree. I didn’t intend to keep my promise 
even though the thought of having her in 
my arms once more—just once—tortured 
me terribly. Then too, like every man who’s 
been intimate with a girl and been dis- 
missed from her life, I had the long-stir- 
ting craving to get even—to have just one 
more time to prove I could master her 
emotionally. 

I didn’t weaken, however. I went straight 
home from work and stayed there. But I 
Was so preoccupied, so lost in the shock of 
having seen Joan again that Clare worried 
about me, tried to get me to talk about 
what was on my mind. I wouldn’t talk. 

The weeks went by. I was relieved that 
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Joan hadn’t made another effort to contact 
me. In the process of caring for my preg- 
nant wife I almost forgot—but not quite. 
One night about ten the telephone rang. 
With horror, I recognized Joan’s husky 
voice. 

“Clint?” she inquired. 

I was enraged—so much so that I 
couldn’t put it into words before she 
rushed on. 

“Glad you answered,” she said. “I’m not 
calling to cause any trouble. But I’ve got 
to see you, Clint. I’m in desperate trouble. 
Only you can help.” 

I knew instinctively that Joan was lying. 
I told her i didn’t believe her, that I didn’t 
want to see her again, not ever again, that 
I wouldn’t come. 

“Oh yes, youll come, Clint,” she told 
me, her voice changing to ice. “For one 
reason, you want to come to me—and the 
second, you know I never give up and 
there’s no telling what I might do if you 
don’t show.” 

She hung up. 

I was nervous and shaky. I knew Joan 
was right. I did want to see her and she 
was capable of any kind of stunt. I 
shouldn’t leave Clare now. Any minute 
might be the important one. On the other 
hand, what would happen to Clare and the 
baby if she had to go through some awful 
shock like Joan turning up at the house 
or calling and getting Clare on the phone. 
At this critical time, nothing must upset 
Clare. I would go to see Joan. I would 
spend only five minutes with her. But, in 
that five minutes, I would put my foot 
down, let her know I wouldn’t stand for 
any foolishness. I would tell her I’d break 
her neck for her if she started any con- 
fusion. 

Telling Clare I was going to the store 
for some magazines, I left the house, took 
a bus to the Daney’s place. I stalked up 
the steps, chin set, determination bristling 
within me. I knocked on the door. 

“Come in,” Joan called. 

I wasn’t prepared for the soft, blue light 
which gave the room an almost evilly 
seductive atmosphere; nor the soft music 
throbbing from a small radio on the table 
next to the bed. I wasn’t prepared for Joan 
as she was, coming to open the door in a 
sheer negligee, every so-well-remembered 
curve of her wonderful body inviting me, 
her lips parted, her eyes hot with desire, 
her arms going about me, her body pressed 
in close, so close that I couldn’t control 
the arms I put around her, the lips which 
crushed down on hers, the wildly beating 
heart, the desire, the old, old frantic 
desire . 

Joan was a little wildcat, a tigress, using 
every trick, every wile in her knowledge. 
And Joan had a lot of knowledge... 

I awoke in her arms, startled into aware- 
ness of the trap into which Id fallen, notic- 
ing with consternation that it was light 
outside, wondering what time it was. Joan 
was sleeping peacefully, a triumph on her 
face. | wrenched out of her arms, swung 
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over to the side of the bed and picked up 
my watch. I groaned with disbelief. It was 
five thirty in the morning. Joan stirred 
awake and looked at me. 

“Hello, darling,” she said. 

I threw her a look of contempt. I didn’t 
know who I hated more—Joan and her 
conniving self or my own weak-willed self. 

I knew I hated her more when she spoke. 

“Feeling sorry about coming here now?” 
she asked viciously. “Well, I knew you’d 
come. There hasn’t been a man in my life 
I can’t get back at least once after I’ve 
thrown him over. That is, if I want him. 
You shouldn’t have stood me up last time, 
either. If you hadn’t maybe I wouldn’t 
have called your house early this morning 
to let your wife know you were safe.” 

I stared at her horrified. I brought my 
open hand down hard across her face, 
earning a vicious delight as I saw the thin 
stream of blood trickling from the side of 
her horribly laughing mouth. I got my 
clothes on fast and got out of there. 

The worst punishment of all awaited me. 
All the way home, I had tortured myself 
about what effect Joan’s vicious call had 
taken on Clare in her delicate condition. 
If anything happened to Clare, I knew I'd 
try to kill Joan. I was thunderstruck, on 
arriving home, to find the place deserted. 
There was a note on my dresser. Clare was 
at the hospital. Mother was there with her. 

Several minutes later I arrived at the 
hospital. I paced up and down waiting to 
go in to see Clare. The baby—a boy—had 
been born. Mother was consoling as I 
waited. She knew what was on my mind. 

“Clare doesn’t know about last night, 
son,” she said. “I got the call from Joan. 
She thought she was talking with the 


younger Mrs. Edwards. I haven’t said a 
word. All I can do is pray you’ve learned 
your lesson and that you'll find some way 
to satisfy Clare as to why you weren’t with 
her when she needed you most.” 

An hour later, I was kneeling at Clare’s 
bedside, sobbing out my remorse and my 
relief that she was all right, my pride 
about the little bundle of happiness which 
I didn’t deserve. Clare didn’t ask a ques. 
tion about my not being home when they 
took her to the hospital. 

She wouldn’t even let me tell her I was 
sorry. 

“All that matters is that you’re here 
now, darling,” she said. “There'll be plenty 
of time to explain, if you must.” 

Then and there was no time to explain. 
But I knew I could never spare myself by 
failing to confess to Clare and seek her 
forgiveness. Later, when she was home, 
having regained her strength, I told her 
the whole story. 

I'll never forget how she took it. There 
were no outbursts of tears, no angry ex- 


* planations. 


“Poor Joan,” she said. “How unhappy 
she must be to be always wanting to hurt 
others. We should be grateful, Clint. Grate- 
ful that we can be happy with each other 
—and the baby.” 

How can you help loving someone like 
Clare with a love which can stand the test 
of a thousand temptations—a_ thousand 
Joans? 

How can you help making a vow that 
you'll try to live so that some day you'll be 
able to say you deserved that kind of love 
and faith? 

You can’t help it. At least I can’t. 

THE END 





I Hated Men 


of blows and the profane abuse Father was 
heaping on her, I wondered why I hadn’t 
called the cops before. I didn’t know it at 
the time, of course, but I was a weakling, 
too, just like Mother. Maybe I wasn’t the 
long-suffering kind, as I told myself, but 
I wasn’t capable of doing anything con- 
structive in a crisis. Maybe I was a coward. 
I don’t know. All I know is: for all my 
working in a nice office and getting a col- 
lege education, I wasn’t worth a damn to 
Mother when she needed me most. If what 
I’ve said sounds strange, I can’t help it. 
I'm telling the truth. 

This night it was worse than ever. 

I heard Mother scream: 

“Please, John! Don’t hit me again!” 

I heard Father say: 

“Tl teach you!” 

I heard Mother plead: 

“T didn’t do anything to you.” 

I heard Father say: 

“IT told you to stop nagging me about 
where I’ve been and what I’ve been doing. 
But you won’t listen. — — —, I'll teach 
you!” 

Then he hit her again. I heard the sick- 
ening sound of fist on flesh and Mother’s 


(Continued from Page 34) 


last scream and her body hit the wall. 
Then there was silence, punctuated only 
by Father’s heavy breathing. Then there 
was the sound of him moving around, mut- 
tering drunkenly to himself. And finally 
the uneven clomp of his feet as he slowly 
walked out of their bedroom, down the 
hall, and out of the apartment. 

I know now that if I had had any guts 
at all, I would have been in that room, try- 
ing to help Mother. But I was scared. 
Scared to death. I was 19, in college, liv- 
ing in Harlem, smart enough to hold down 
a job—but I was a weakling. All I could 
do was sit terrified while Father beat hell 
out of Mother. It was only after I heard 
him slam the door to our apartment that I 
leaped off my bed and rushed to her. 


FOUND HER LYING in a heap in a 

corner of their bedroom. She was out 
cold, and there was a trickle of blood at 
the corner of her mouth. I kneeled beside 
her, trembling with fear. I tried to lift her 
up and move her to the bed, but she was 
listless, like a dishrag, and I wasn’t strong 
enough. I knew she was alive because I 
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If I had thought that Father’s death 
would bring peace to our home, I was 
sadly mistaken. It ruined Mother’s life 
and it all but ruined mine. 

I had never known Mother to take a 
drink, but after we came home from 
Father’s funeral, through which she had 
wept continuously and loudly, she found 
one of his bottles and poured out a glass 
full of the stuff. I had gone to the funeral 
and I’d seen how much she was hurt, so I 
was reluctant to say anything. I let her 
drink, thinking that maybe she needed 
something to soothe her nerves and to help 
her forget. 

How wrong I was! 

When Mother, who was not accustomed 
to liquor, finished that glass, she was stone 
drunk. I put her to bed, believing that 
with a good, long night’s rest, she would 
be all right. I didn’t expect her to get used 
to Father’s absence right away, but I 
thought that she would get over her ex- 
treme grief and, in time, become her old 
sweet self. 

But that one glass of whisky set Mother 
off on a jag. From that day until her 
death six months later, she was hardly 
ever sober. Berating herself, grieving over 
Father, she sought to obliterate the mem- 
ory of his last night and his death in drink. 
I tried, as much as I could, to cheer her 
up, to show her the futility of trying to find 
solace in a bottle, but I failed. 

Just as I failed Mother when she needed 
me that night Father beat her and left, I 
failed her now when she, broken by de- 
spair, turned to whisky in search of 
strength. 

Oh, how awfully inadequate I was. How 
simple and helpless! How much of a 
grown-up child I was. I could hold a job. 
I could fight the wind and the snow. I 
could make good marks in school. But I 
was good for nothing when something 
counted. 

Mother died, the doctors said, from a 
combination of ailments. Heartbreak. 
Heart trouble. The complete lack of a will 
to live. 

And I was left alone in the world. 


Being left alone was the worst thing 
that could have happened to me. I soon 
realized that my parents had given me 
everything, a home, clothes, money before 
I got a job, their strength (even consider- 
ing that Father had died a drunken bum, 
that was still true), security. All I had 
been up to that time was because I had 
parents. I had done nothing on my own. I 
knew not the first thing about how to make 
a life for myself. I had never thought 
much about it, had never planned for it. 
Holding a job, I was only trading on a 
few talents I had. That meant nothing 
more than doing some of the things I had 
learned in school. 

Now I was alone, and I had problems. 

In the first place, I had to give up the 
apartment. The little money I made wasn’t 
enough to pay the rent and buy food and 
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clothes. I found out that Father hadn’t 
left any insurance worth more than the 
cost of his funeral and Mother’s. They still 
owed on the furniture, so that wasn’t mine. 
And there were other bills. It seemed to 
me that they rained in after Mother’s 
death. She had two or three charge ac- 
counts and in the last few months before 
his death, Father had run up a tall charge 
account for clothes. 

In this dilemma, I found myself wishing 
that we’d never left Virginia. Life down 
there hadn’t been so complicated. 

But it took more than a wish to straight- 
en things out. It took, mostly, money— 
and that was what I didn’t have. 

That was what I needed most. 


Looking back on things, I know now 
that, despite the terrible, double tragedy 
in my life, I might have found a way out 
if Father hadn’t been the kind of guy he 
was. If he hadn’t been a wife beater, I 
wouldn’t have hated him. I wouldn’t have 
rejoiced at his death. And I would have 
had a man to turn to for advice, a man 
with a strong shoulder to weep on when 
what I needed most was the strength of a 
good man. 

I had had such a guy. 

His name was Jim Dillon. And we had 
been sweethearts for a couple years before 
Father died. 

I had met Jim at City College, where he 
was a sociology major. He wasn’t the kind 
of guy the average girl swoons over, but he 
was quite a guy nonetheless. 

Jim was sort of short and stocky, but 
he had good lines in his face. He was an 
average guy. He loved sports, but he was 
by just a shade not good enough to make 
the team. He had great ideas, but he was 
only a “C” student in class. He was im- 
pressionistic, but he could be a lot of fun. 
He seemed to understand me, and that 
counted a lot. Jim and I started dating, 
and we got along. 

I can’t say that I was in love with Jim. 
Maybe I was, and maybe I wasn’t. I can 
say, though, that Jim and I had a lot of 
fun—going to movies, going skating down 
at Rockefeller Center, taking in a dance 
occasionally. A few times, Jim came up 
to my apartment and we listened to jazz 
records. 

Jim might not have helped any when I 
needed a strong man, but I’m not sure of 
that. He was the only man I had ever had 
and I know that what I needed most now 
was a man—any man. Somebody to steady 
me. Somebody to let me cry myself out 
and then say, “All is not lost.” That’s all 
I needed—somebody on my side. 

But the night Father clomped out of the 
house, drunk, after beating Mother, I be- 
gan to hate all men. Jim was included. 
Despite my trying, he never was the same 
to me afterward. He was the same nice 
guy; he liked me and he wanted to date 
me still. But now all men were cads, not 
worth liking, loving, or having around. 

I didn’t come to that conclusion all at 


once. After Father’s death, I went out with 
Jim one night. He was sympathetic and 
kind. He took me to a good show, tried 
to be gay. He tried to take my mind of 
my troubles. But I didn’t respond. 

The things we'd talked about before jug 
didn’t interest me now. 

The little jokes we’d laughed at weren’ 
funny anymore. 

I wasn’t interested in Jim’s dreams any. 
more. 

I just had no feeling for him in my heart 
anymore. 

I was sorry. Jim deserved better treat. 
ment. But that was the way it was, the 
way it had to be—now. 

I still remember how defeated Jim 
looked that night as he took me to my 
door, waited for the usual goodnight kiss, 
and got nothing from me except an un. 
feeling, “Goodnight.” He was crushed and 
I knew it. I guess he could tell, looking 
into my eyes and face, that he had reached 
the end of the line, that our affair was 
over. 

I’ve thought of Jim many times since, 
and I wish that it had been different. But 
it wasn’t. I was powerless to change the 
way it was. 

The way I felt, when Jim strode out of 
my life, slump-shouldered, it was good rid. 
dance. Now I don’t have to be bothered 
with men! 

I decided that I would never fall in love 
again. 

That I would never marry. 

That I would make every man who even 
came close to me in a romantic way pay 
for the privilege—in spades! 


O TELL THE TRUTH, I didn’t come 

to the last decision all at once. I guess it 
came to me as an afterthought—after I 
had begun to sink low in my own blue 
funk and self-pity. 

I started to think of myself as a girl 
persecuted by Fate and life. I lost hope. I 
began to believe that the cards were stacked 
against me. That I had no chance. I re 
member how Mother had given her all to 
the theory of marriage and had lost all for 
it, including her life. How could I, her 
daughter, expect better? 

Up to this time, hopelessness had been 
foreign to me. I had been a girl with conf 
dence. I believed in myself. I thought 
life held promise and future. Now it held 
nothing but emptiness and meaningless 
ness and working, eating, sleeping. 

I had loved gay songs and pretty clothes 
and fun. Now I didn’t care a damn how! 
looked. I never thought of singing any: 
thing but the blues. Fun eluded me. No 
matter how much I tried, I couldn’t bring 
up a healthy laugh. 

Whereas, I'd once been quite carefree, 
excepting for times when things got thick 
at home, I now became tense. I'd fly of 
the handle at the least slight. At work, I 
was constantly making errors and then 
getting mad with anyone who told me 
about them. I was a misfit. 
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In an effort to ease the tension, I started 
drinking. 

I’d never been much before for whisky 
or other drinks. Jim was a good clean boy 
who never drank, and together we just 
hadn’t ever needed that kind of stimula- 
tion. 

But one day, in desperation, I 
by a liquor store and bought a pint of rum 
and took it to my little kitchenette apart- 
ment. I mixed the drink with ginger ale 
and got what I wanted out of it: relaxa- 
tion. 

That night, for the first time in months, 
I slept the night through. 

In the morning, when I arose, I felt 
much better than I had in a long time, 
despite the slight headache. I pressed cold 
towels to my head, took a Bromo, and the 
headache was gone. I was surprised that 
when I went out on the street, I could walk 
faster, that everything seemed brighter 
than it had before. 

I credited it to the rum. But, of course, 
I know now that what had happened was 
that I’d gotten some rest and my body had 
lost some of the tiredness that had been 
my companion for so long. 

But, as I say, I gave the credit to rum. 
And I made sure I never was home with- 
out a bottle of the stuff. 

Gradually, almost before I knew it, I 
was drinking heavily. I was getting drunk. 
I started oversleeping the job, getting in 
late and making silly excuses. 

There was a bar in the neighborhood of 
ny kitchenette. I began dropping in nights 
for a drink while on the way home. This 
going to bars was a new experience for 
me and, for a while, I got a kick out of it. 

It seemed to give me strength to know 
that I could walk up to a bar, take a seat, 
order a Rum Collins and drink it down 
like other people. 

Between the pints and the drinks at the 
bar, I was spending almost every dime I 
didn’t put out for food and rent for strong 
drinks. If it came to a choice between 
nylons and a pint, I took the pint and 
said to hell with the stockings. 

I was on the road to degradation. But 
I didn’t know it. And I didn’t give a damn. 
From drinking, I gained forgetfulness. The 
memory of that night when Father beat 
Mother receded in my mind. And that was 
relief. 

That was the lure of strong drink that 
eventually led me to prostitution. 


stopped 


I had had sex experience before I ever 
saw New York, but I wasn’t a bad girl. 
It had happened with me only three times. 

The first time, down in Virginia, I had 
gone out into the corn field with a boy 
who was visiting at our place. We were 
very young and didn’t really know what 
we were doing. At least, I didn’t. You know 
how kids are. We started playing games— 
and one of them was “showing ourselves.” 
The boy knew a little bit more than I did. 
We had sex. 


The other two times occurred when this 


same boy came hack for visits and sug- 
gested that we “play our game.” I liked 
the boy. The game was fun. I went with 
him. But the last time, we stayed too long. 
Mother came looking for us and caught us 
in the act. 

She lectured me on sex that night, paint- 
ing a frightful picture of what could hap- 


pen to a girl who “let boys get too fa- 
miliar.” After that I was good and careful. 


I never let any boys take me to any corn 
fields or secluded spots. 

And Jim Dillon was the pure kind of 
guy who believed that sex was right only 
after a boy and a girl got married. 

Oh, how I learned the difference in men! 
Jim was a good man. The guys I met later 
on weren’t even good rats. They were over- 
grown kids, bums. cannibals. 

I’ve told you about my drinking. 

Well, I finally lost my job because of it. 
The real estate broker had been nice to 
me. After Mother died and I lost the 
apartment, I quit school and went to work 
full-time. My boss sympathized with me 
and tried to give me a break. 

But after I began to get drunk every 
night and come in late, dressed slovenly 
more often than not, he started talking to 
me, giving me advice. 

It was good advice, but the trouble was: 
he was a man, and I hated men. Every 
time he tried to talk to me, I argued back. 
Finally, he had to give up. He fired me. 

When that happened, I had a new prob- 
lem—or the same old problem, but more 
so. I didn’t have any money worth speak- 
ing of, and I didn’t know how I was going 
to get any. 

I needed money to pay the rent—$15 a 
week—and to buy the little bit of food I 
ate. But, more important to me, I needed 
money for rum and whisky. 

I had to have rum and whisky! 

But how was I going to get it without 
money? I didn’t have the nerve to steal it! 

A fresh guy solved this problem for me. 

I was sitting at the bar one night, drink- 
ing on the last dollar I had when he sidled 
up to me, sat on the stool beside me, and 
asked: 

“What’s cooking. Baby?” 

Ordinarily, I would have ignored him. 
But, for some reason this night, I didn’t. 
Instead, I asked: 

“What’re you talking about?” 

He said: “Don’t gimme the business. 
You know what I’m talking about. Let’s 
go some place and have some fun.” 

I asked: “What kind of fun you got in 
mind?” 

He said: “Look. I’ve seen you here a 
lot of times. Girls don’t hang out in this 
place unless they’re in business. Okay. I 
want to do business. Let’s go somewhere 
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and 

The last was a dirty word. I caught on. 
I caught on quick. Here was a guy who 
wanted to spend money sex. I could 
go out with him and make money. And 
money would pay the rent and keep me in 
drink. All at once, this sounded like a good 
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idea. What better idea—I thought fool- 
ishly—than taking advantage of the fool 
men who wanted to pay. I decided, right 
then and there, that I could get even with 
men for what my father had done. I could 
make a man pay for my father’s crime! 
I could kill two—or three—birds with one 
stone. 

“How much you’re going to spend?” I 
asked this guy, just like a professional 
prostitute. 

“You set the price,” he said. 

“Okay,” I said. “Twenty-five dollars.” 

“What do I get for that?” he asked. 

“You’re the one who came busting up 
here,” I said. “Don’t you know what you 
want?” 

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s go.” 

“Wait’ll I finish my drink,” I told him. 

He waited, impatiently. And then I took 
him to my place. 


HAT WAS THE BEGINNING of my 

new career! 

I took the guy home and I got $25—in 
front. What he got for his dough was the 
least I could give him. But he didn’t 
squawk. When he left, I laughed for the 
first time in months. At last, I knew how 
I could get even with men for what my 
father had done to my mother. 

Pretty soon, I was a full-time prostitute. 
I'd get tanked up and go sit at the bar. 
Guys would come up with propositions. 
I'd take them. I couldn’t get $25 from 
every guy, but I never got less than $10 
from any man and after the bartender got 
wise and started to cut in for dough, for 
which he “protected me,” I never charged 
less than $15! 

I never liked the life of a prostitute, 
but when I started feeling pangs of con- 
scious, I killed it with more drink. 

I soon found out, though, that a “work- 
ing girl” can’t afford to drink too much. 
\len are dirty. They'll take advantage any 
time they can. Guys took advantage of me. 
Not only that, they took my money, too. 

I got wise to myself. I cut down on my 
drinking. After all, I didn’t really need 
the stimulation—I was getting even with 
men. For a few minutes of what they 
thought was pleasure, I was getting paid 
handsomely. Their money enabled me to 
move out of the kitchenette and back into 
the apartment class. I started buying 
clothes and jewelry. Every time I bought 
a piece, I was thrilled, thinking about the 
sucker who had made it possible. 

Finally, I got on the big time. I bought 
myself a car—a sleek convertible. 

I stopped going to the bar. Instead, I 
gave my "phore number to the guys who 
spent the most. They called me. I didn’t 
have to leave the apartment to get all the 
business I could handle. 

I got real big-shot. I hired a maid to 
come in days and clean up while I slept. 
I opened a bank account. I was sailing. 

The funny part about it was that I 
stopped drinking. I didn’t need it now. I 
concentrated on catching every sucker I 
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could. I kept drinks on hand for them. 
When they came to my place, if they 
weren’t already drunk, I made ’em drunk. 
When they left, I had all their money. 

I guess I was lucky. It’s a wonder some 
guy didn’t come back when he was sober 
and beat me to death. But nobody ever 
did. I can’t figure that out now unless I 
tell myself that I was a good prostitute. 

I might have spent my whole life in 
prostitution if it hadn’t been for Randy 
Taylor. 

Randy was a guy who happened to run 
into me the night I went back to the bar 
just to see what was going on. I hadn’t 
been there for weeks, and I wanted to 
have a few drinks in public—just for my 
own kicks. 

The night I went there, I wasn’t blue or 
anything like that. I was just out for a 
little fun to break the monotony of eating, 
sleeping, and working. I didn’t want to 
see any guys. 

But I saw Randy. 

I noticed, when he came in, that Randy 
was a good-looking guy. But he seemed 
strange in the bar. And he seemed to have 
troubles. 

He took the vacant stool next to mine, 
but he didn’t try to make a play. Instead, 
he ordered a Scotch and soda. He downed 
it in one gulp and ordered another. He 
repeated this several times before he 
noticed me. 

By that time, he was getting high. He 
turned, looked at me a long moment, then 
said: 

“Hi, woman!” 

I said: “Hi.” 

He said: “Why aren’t you home with 
your husband?” 

I said: “I don’t have a husband.” 

He said: “Don’t give me that line. Every 
woman’s got a husband. You’re just cutting 
out on your old man. You’re a two-timer. 
All women are two-timers.” 

Randy caught me off guard with this 
line and, remembering my mother, I said: 
“You're a liar.” 

“How you’re going to prove it?” he 
asked. 

“Well,” I said, thinking that here was 
a real sucker, “you can go home with me 
and find out.” 

Randy said: “Okay. Let’s go. I want to 
see.” 

I took Randy home—but he didn’t turn 
out to be a customer. Randy wasn’t ac- 
customed to drinking. He was hardly in 
my living room before he crumpled on the 
sofa and fell asleep. Dead asleep. I shook 
him, but he wouldn’t wake up. I put cold 
towels on his head. Still he slept. I started 
getting scared. Maybe he was going to die 
on me, but I felt his pulse and it was 
strong. He was just plain drunk. 

Something in the look of Randy touched 
sympathy in me. I went to my bedroom, 
got a blanket and pillow for Randy. I 
pulled off his shoes and covered him up. 
I stood there looking at him a long while, 


wondering what kind of guy he was, who 
he was, before I went to bed. 

I didn’t sleep well that night, thinking 
about this guy who was asleep in my living 
room—helpless from drink. 

You would think a guy like that would 
remind me of Father and make me bitter 
all over again. But somehow, Randy didn’t 
strike me that way. He’d gotten drunk and 
the first thing he did was fall asleep. 

I guess I felt pity for the guy. Maybe 
his amateurishness with drink took me 
back to thinking about how it was with 
me before I started drinking to get forget- 
fulness. 

When morning came, I got up and went 
to see how he was doing. He was still 
asleep, but after I shook him, his eyes 
opened. 

First thing he did was grab his head 
and say, “Ow!” 

Then he saw me and asked, “Where 
am |?” 

I told him where he was. 

“What am I doing here?” he asked. “I 
don’t know you.” 

I told him that he’d come into the bar 
and we'd talked and he had come with 
me so I could prove that I didn’t have a 
husband I was two-timing. 

That seemed to puzzle him for a minute. 
But then he said: “If you’d brought me 
to your place, not knowing who I was, 
you must be a whore!” 

That was the first time I felt ashamed 
of myself. Randy said the word as if the 
dirtiest, lowest, worse person he could 
think of was a whore. Looking at him, I 
could see that I held absolutely no sex 
attraction for him. I was dirt. That’s all. 

“That.” I said, “doesn’t necessarily fol- 
low. But suppose I am a... whore? What 
of it? Are you any better. You're a 
drunken bum. Suppose I hadn’t brought 
you here? Somebody would have rolled 
you for your dough—or killed you with a 
car. You’re as helpless as a baby when 
you get drunk. And you talk about me!” 

“T guess you’re right,” Randy said. “I 
wasn’t much of a man last night, I guess. 
My girl gave me the brush and I got mad. 
Can you beat this: I had been going with 
Loretta for five years. We were supposed 
to get married yesterday. But do you know 
what happened? 

“She met some guy with a Cadillac and 
a long line and, two weeks ago, she gave 
me the brush. She left town with this guy 
—going to California. 

“Last night, I just couldn’t stand it. I 
decided to go out and get drunk to forget 
her. I wanted to forget all women. None 
of them are worth a dime.” 

I'd never heard a man talk like that 
before. Except for the fact that he was a 
man talking about a woman, he might have 
been me talking about Father after 
Mother’s death. 

As I listened to Randy talk about 
Loretta and women in general, I felt 
strange. I didn’t know why, but I felt silly. 
1 was a woman. I was a prostitute. And 
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here was this man saying all women were 
dirt. 1] had thought all men were dirt. Now 
came the switch. 

Randy broke off his tirade to ask sud- 
denly: “You are a whore, aren’t you?” 

“Yes—” I hated to admit it, but the in- 
tense look in his brown eyes drew the 
admission from me. “Yes. I’m a whore.” 

Randy looked me over from head to foot 
and then he said, “You don’t look like a 
whore. You look like a nice college girl. 
How did you get into it.” 

“My father killed my mother,” 
him. 

After that, I told him the whole story. 

And telling Randy the story, I found 
myself warming up to a man for the first 
time since I’d given Jim Dillon the brush. 

That was two years ago. 

A year ago, Randy and I were married. 
We've got a month-old baby boy named 
Randy, Jr., and I’m happier than I’ve ever 
been in my life. To tell the truth, I’m 
completely happy for the first time in my 
life. 

Randy is a good man. He works with a 
municipal gas company. He’s home every 
night. We have a nice apartment in Harlem 
—nothing gaudy, but clean—and we’re 
planning to buy a home. Randy loves me 
and I love him. My life is now complete 
and I know that just because Father was 
a wrongo, that doesn’t mean all men are 
mean. 

But, of course, I didn’t learn all that the 
night I took Randy home and he fell 
asleep because he’d had too much Scotch 
and soda. 

Really, Randy had a tough time making 
a woman out of me. He listened to my 
story sympathetically. He pointed out to 
me where I had made my big mistake. He 
told me that, listening to my story, he 
could see where he was all wrong in say- 
ing all women were no good just because 
Loretta was a two-timing bum. 

Randy asked me if he couldn’t date me 
sometimes, for a movie and dinner. He 
was so nice about it, I couldn’t refuse. 

That night, when the date was over, he 
took me to my door and bid me goodnight. 
He didn’t ask to come in, and I was 
ashamed to invite him in. 

The next night, one of my customers 
called. I told him to come on over. But 
when he came, I couldn’t take his money. 
Icouldn’t give myself to him for any price. 
I no longer hated men. 

Randy was the reason. 

It took him a year to make his point, to 
make me a whole woman. But he made it. 
He made me clean again, good again. And 
I'll be forever grateful. I don’t hate men 
now. I’m trying my best to prove that good 
women still live. 

And all I can say is this: if you’re a 
girl and you think life is hopeless, don’t 
give up. Somewhere there’s a good man 
looking for you, and somehow, if you 
aren’t the fool I was, he'll find you. 


THE END 


I told 


Bill Kenny 


(Continued from Page 50) 


All these things took time and cost a lot 
of money. Kenny realized he couldn’t con- 
tinue working steadily and accomplish 
what he wanted. so he prudently went into 
semi-retirement in his luxurious St. Albans, 
Long Island, home while he perfected his 
plans. He was able to do this because he 
didn’t throw away the huge sums of money 
he had been earning. 

Today, Kenny is ready to display him- 
self. Starting last February at the San 
Souci, exclusive Miami resort hotel, he 
moved to the San Souci in Havana and at 
this writing, was booked for high-priced 
appearances in London, Glasgow, Paris 
and Berlin before he returns to the states 
for a summer and fall schedule of tele- 
vision show guest shots, a batch of new 
recordings and filming of a movie entitled 
Bill Kenny, Mister Ink Spot. 

“T’ve never felt happier,” he says, “I’ve 
got to sing to live for my living means 
singing to make others feel happy.” 


THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 15) 


movie and TV bits lined up. When he re- 
turns, look for the Liberace build-up .. . 
sequin tuxedos and all. He’s hired himself 
the same press agent. 

Wildwood, New Jersey, residents 
who haven’t gotten over those zany 
Treniers, are preparing to en guard 
before the season starts. What they 
have in mind is to muffle the spirited 
group via petitions banning “live en- 
tertainment” at any time if the noise 
is heard outside the joint and in 
such a manner likely to disturb non- 
cats in the nearby area. 

For interesting listening, a night at Har- 
lem’s Apollo theatre has been recorded by 
Vanguard Records. Caught in the act were 
Moms Jackie Mabley, the Colts, George 
Kirby, dancers Coles and Atkins and sev- 
eral amateurs. Though not mentioned on 
the record, but heard throughout the back- 
ground is the Basie band, who also ap- 
peared on stage at the time. 

The title song to Sammy Davis, 
Jr.’s new Broadway show “Mr. Won- 
derful” became a “household word” 
even before the show opened. It was 
recorded by at least nine top artists, 
including the divine Sarah Vaughn, 
when the show was just in its second 
week of rehearsal. 

Frankie Lyman. 13-year-old lead singer 
of The Teen-agers and youngest member of 
the group, can also boast of having written 
the lyrics to their hit recording “Why Do 
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Fools Fall in Love.” Recording dates are 
sandwiched in between school days... 
they’re all 15 and 16 and still attending 
high school. 

Another talented young man is 
Berman Patterson, 18 year old lead- 
er of The Cleftones. He’s credited 
with writing their hit tunes, “You, 
Baby You” and “I Was Dreaming.” 
In fact, he writes most of the songs 
for the group. His grandpa was a 
composer also. 

When he’s not making with the cool 
blues, Count Basie’s Joe Williams is a cam- 
era bug. Favorite models are his two-year- 
old daughter and baby son. In between 
shows Joe is usually in the street with his 
camera looking for on-the-spot news shots. 

Velvet-voiced baritone Johnny 
Hartman quietly shed his wife La- 
Fawn and is being consoled by one 
of the New York Telephone Com- 
pany’s pretty “hello” girls, while he 
sings sad songs for late supper at a 
swank downtown club. 

Higher education note: Even Bo Diddley 
can make it. The New York Historical 
Association’s annual Winter Meeting used 
as its theme The Folk Origins of Popular 
Music. Bo Diddley was selected to provide 
musical examples of current folk and pop- 
ular styles of singing. 

It may seem of no importance, but 
could be that Harlem’s AWOL mayor 
Willie Bryant is none too happy that 
he’s being replaced by young Tommy 
Smalls, new owner of Smalls Para- 
dise, who is taking over as Mayor of 
the big town. His Club is once again 
the hottest spot in Harlem. 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 39) 


first $10 as a musician, subbing on a job 
that called for a pianist who could read 
music. He had played with two Detroit 
dance bands—Don Cox’ and Jimmy Raus- 
chelle’s—before he reached his 20th birth- 
day. A few years later he was discovered 
by Lionel Hampton and got a job in the 
jive king’s band. 

Buckner is a versatile musician who can 
tailor his style to any mood of music. 
When he swings, he is just about the swing- 
ingest. When he plays ballad stuff, no other 
organist today can execute the pretty lines 
more appropriately. 

Now signed to an exclusive recording 
pact with Capitol, Buckner is aiming for 
his first hit record and appears almost cer- 
tain to make it soon. Playing a driving 
rhythm-type music, he has exactly what it 
takes to click on the juke boxes and disc 
jockey shows. 

Before Buckner began recording for Cap- 
itol, he had groomed his trio to play any 
jazz job from dates at clubs or commercial 
lounges to one-night stands at dance halls 
or concert houses. It recently became a tre- 


mendous attraction on the lounge circuit. 


The Baby Parade 
(Continued from Page 43) 


ever, is assurance of the precautions and 
safeguards that surround the development 
and preparation of modern baby foods, 
Scientific studies follow each step of baby — 
food from the moment that special seed js 
given to the farmer for the planting of 
crops ... and even in warehouse storage 
of the finished product, repeated tests are 
made. 

Bright blue color usually advertises food 
values, and so color is studied in fruits 
and vegetables that go into foods fop 
babies. And continual tests along the pro. — 
duction line make sure that good color is 
retained, for even tiny babies respond to 
color. 

Mothers and Dads, too, are urged to drop 
in and see just how baby’s menu is safe 
guarded in such plants as Gerber Baby 
a which has headquarters in Oakland, 

Cal., Fremont, Mich. and Rochester, N. Y, 





Trap A Bachelor 
(Continued from Page 25) 


ACHELORS have a score of reasons, 

valid, to their way of thinking, why ~ 
they have remained in the single state. | 
One states that he has remained a bache- — 
lor because he has no desire to be domi- © 
nated by a mere woman! Another offers 
the unfounded theory that a wife will im- 
peril his chances of becoming a success 
ful concert pianist. A third presents the 
excuse that he is waiting for the “perfect 
wife” to come along. In the meantime he 
has added a considerable girth, a bald 
pate, and every known form of allergy. 

Doctors, marriage counselors and soci- 
ologists agree that the best time to snare 
an eligible bachelor is during the period 
when his sexual powers are at their maxi- 
mum—between 25 and 30. The typical 
American bachelor, during these years, is 
extremely alert to a pretty face and a 
shapely body. This is when the female ~ 
huntress had better set her sights for a 
mate! 

After the age of thirty, and before he 
is forty, he becomes unusually wary and 
is smugly satisfied to engage in a series 
of illicit romances to pamper his ego. At 
forty, with a touch of grey at the temples, 
and a slight paunch which he attempts to” 
remedy by artificial means, he is a bigger 
wolf than ever, and reverts to a sort of 
“second-childhood romeo”, pursuing wom 
en a great deal younger than himself. 

The spinster who doesn’t attempt to trap 
a bachelor by using her own feminine 
wiles, has only herself to blame for her 
unwedded state. By the application of her 
inborn ingenuity and a smattering of com- 
monsense, today’s young unmarried wom- 
“goodbye” to the rapidly grows 
THE END 


en can say 
ing ranks of spinsters! 
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